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BEAUTIFUL 
. Natural -Looking 


SE TEETH 


LOWESTPRICES , 


SEND NO ; 


MRS. MARTHA A. 
WEBB, Jackson- 
ville, Florida, 
writes: “My plate 
is not only a per- 
fect fit, but a beau- 
tiful piece of work. 
I took my own im- 
pression under your 
instructions with- 
out the least diffi 
eulty. I eould not 

“have duplicated my 
plate here for less than four times the 
price you charged me.” 


MR. RAYMOND 
MILLS, Elgin, H- 
linois, writes: “It 
affords me_ great 
pleasure to inform 
you that I have ex- 
perienced no diffi- 
eulty in using this 
plate with comfort 
and without the as- 
sistance of any 
dental adhesive. I 
am now able to 
masticate different 
varieties of food, 
as well as raw apples and hard candy. 
just as well as I did with my natural 
teeth. During the trial period, not a 
Single sign of gum soreness developed.” 


~~ MAIL THIS COUPON NOW 


\ Mouth Comfort! 


MONEY 


ELSIE E. BOLAND, 
Norton, Kansas, writes: 


“Enclosed find two pictures. 
One shows how I looked be- 
fore I got my teeth; the 
other one, afterwards. Your 
teeth are certainly beauti- UNBREAKABLE ROOFLESS 
ful. They look more natural 
than some that cost three 
and four times what I paid 
for mine.” 


FIT-RITE TEETH 
BY MAIL 


We make to measure to fit 
you individually—BY MAIL 
—the World’s No. 1 FIT- sis ca 
RITE Dental Plates for-:men UNBREAKABLE PARTIAL 
and women—from an impres- 
sion of your own mouth taken quickly and easily by our FIT- 
RITE improved method. We have thousands of enthusiastic 
satisfied customers all over the country wearing teeth we 
made by mail at sensible prices. 


AT ROCK-BOTTOM PRICES 


If you find out what others have paid for theirs, you will be astounded when you 
see how little ours will cost you! By readinz our catalog, you will learn how to save 
half or more on dental plates for yourself. Monthly payments possible. 


ON 60 DAYS’ TRIAL 


Make us prove you ean’t beat our fit, work or price. Wear our teeth on trial for as 
long as 60 days, Then, if you are not perfectly satisfied with them, they will not cost 
you a cent. 


With Money-Back Guarantee of Satisfaction 


No money need be risked. We guarantee that if you are not completely satisfied with 
the teeth we make for you, then any time within 60 days we will immediately refund 
every cent you have paid us for them. We take your word. 


T; 1 TO EAT WITH PLEASURE... TO LAUGH 
17 (aan 


HEARTILY .. . TO LOOK YEARS YOUNGER .. . 
‘alseTeeth 


TO GUARD YOUR HEALTH ... TO SPEAK 
DISTINCTLY . . . TO ENJOY LIFE! 
OUR dentures are set with life-like, pearly-white, cenuine, porcelain teeth; constructed 
from finest materials, with expert workmanship, to give life-long service. We make 
all styles of plates. A dentist .who has had many years’ experience in making and 
fitting dental plates, that look right and fit right supervises the making of each plate. 


IMPRESSION MATERIAL, catalog with new 
KF re KE E UNITED STATES low prices and easy directions. Don’t put this 
, DENTAL COMPANY off. Do it TODAY! CLIP COUPON OR 


Dept. E-82, 1555 Milwaukee Ave. 
CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 


Send, without obligation, your FREE impression 


material, catalog, and easy directions. 


NAME ..... 


(Print Clearly) 


WRITE. 
Nowhere Else Can You Obtain Genuine FIT-RITE False Teeth 


We Also Repair or Reproduce Old Plates—48-Hour Service 


UNITED STATES DENTAL COMPANY 


THE WORLD’S LARGEST LABORATORY MAKING DENTAL 
PLATES ONLY 


DR. G. M. COLLINS, CHIEF OF STAFF 


(a Ee a a a Dae Rf ce 1555-1557 MILWAUKEE AVE., DEPT. E-82, CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 


ee 


¥ Would -you like to have a fine- 
ing business of your own—a simple- 
un Food Route on which you can 
t making good money your very 
day? Here’s your big chance if 
| act now. To an honest, reliable 
1 or woman in any open locality, 
ill give—FREE—complete business 
ipment containing absolutely every- 
ig needed to run a- fine-paying 
thborhood Food Route. You don’t 
d me a penny. If you want to 
er yourself—want cash to spend— 
iey to save—the means to live in 
ifort—iet me show you your big 
nee. 

Vithout any previous experience, 
tan now own 3 simple, pleasant, 
iified Food Route—a profitable all- 
t’round business of your own, in 
ch your home is your headquarters. 
training course required. 


%e a Food Distributor 


complete valuable Display Outfit 
th I give you FREE is absolutely 
ou need to run a fine-paying neigh- 
wood Food Route. And I am willing 
sxtend liberal credit so you can 
ia splendid business on my capital. 
20d Distributors make good money 


a) 


Get Star 


ted At Once On a 


IS BIG MONEY-MAKING OUTFIT... 


Fine Paying FOOD ROUTE 


because they handle daily necessities 
that people simply must buy. You will 
distribute our guaranteed, uniform 
high quality products fresh from our 
own pure food kitchens and labora- 
tories. You will make calls on your list 
of regular customers, take orders, 
make deliveries, and pocket a liberal 
share of every dollar you take in. 


Splendid Cash Profits 


You owe it to yourself to write and sce 
what wonderful success so many others 
have enjoyed with this simple money- 
making Plan. Let me mail you full 
particulars — then you can judge 
whether you want to start right in 
making money at once. You can devote 
your full time or part time. 


Everything You Need 
—FREE 


I will give you FREE a complete val- 
uable Display Outfit, including a big 
assortment of regular full-size pack- 
ages. Without ig sending me one 
penny, I will also give you a simple- 
sure-fire Plan which anyone can fol- 


low. I will give you advertising mate- 
rial and positively everything else you 
need to make good profits your very 
first day. I will help you every step 
of the way. 

In. addition to your fine cash earn- 
ings, you can get food products and 
over one hundred other daily household 
necessities for your own use at whole- 
sale price—so you save money as well 
as make money. 


Get Full Particulars 
—NOW! 


This is a sincere offer made by a big, 
reliable, old-established company oper- 
ating from Coast to Coast. Write at 
once for full particulars. Unless you 
take advantage of my remarkable Free 
Outfit Offer now, you may be missing 
the very money-making opportunity 
you have been looking for. Strike out 
for yourself! Be independent! Make 
money! Enjoy life! Remember—you 
don’t send me a penny. Just fill out 
and send the coupon and I will mail 
you full particulars. Do this TODAY! 


E. J. MILLS, President : 
1974 Monmouth Ave., Cincinnati, 0. 
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I E. 3. MILLS, President, i 
1974 Monmouth Ave., Cincinnati, Ohio, j 

Without the slightest obligation on my part, please mail i 
me full particulars about your offer of a Complete Free Outfit, | 


so that I can start making money at once on a Local Food I 
Route of my own. 


(Please print or write plainly) | 


© EVERY STORY BRAND-NEW <_ 


BLACK BOOK 


DeEVECKIVE 


MAGAZINE. 


Vol. 10, No. 1 CONTENTS November, 1939 


A Complete Book-Length Novel 


Featuring Tony @uiuk: Nemesis of Crime 


By G. WAYMAN JONES 


A Series of Mass Murders Sets Tony Quinn, the Lightning-Fast 
Nemesis of Crime, on the Trail of a Satanic Ring of Insurance 
Killers Who Make a Profitable Business of Slaughter! Follow 
the Black Bat as He Comes to Grips with the Most Vicious Gang 
of Criminals He Has Ever Encountered!......ccccceescesesed 


OTHER GRIPPING STORIES 
WUST TAKE TP EXSY Henry S. Lewis 92 


Joe Thompson Was Bitten by the Crime Bug, But Knew His Limits 


THROUGH TRAIN TO HELL.......... Weldon F. Sheerer 97 


Death Holds the Throttle as No. 64 Hurtles Onward to Doom! 


OFF THE RECGHD <2. ee. A Department’ 13 


"BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE MAGAZINE. Published bi-monthly by Retter Publications, Inc,, at 4600 Diversey ees 
sae Tu. N. L. Pines, President. Editorial and executive offices, 22 West 48th St., New York, N. ¥. Eni 
d-class matter November 14, 1933, at the Post Office. at Chicago, Il., under Act of March 3, 1879. Copyright, 
1939" te Better Publications, inc, Yearly, $.60; single copies, $.10; Canadian and foreign, postage extra, Names of all 
characters used in stories and semi-fiction atticles are fictitious, If the names of any living person or existing institu- 
tion are used, it 1s a coincidence, Manuscripts must be accompanied by a self-addressed, stamped envelope and are 
yubmitted at the author’s risk. 


Read our companion magazines: Popular orts Magazine. Popular Western, G-Men, Thrilling Western, Thrilling Detec- 

tive, Thrilling Adventures, a ALE a he Phantom Deteetive, The Lone Ea: gte, Sky Fighters, ae: Vass, 

Thrilling Raneh Stories, Thrilling Wonder Storiss, Startling Stories, Strange Stories, Thrilling: Mystery, Texas ae 

Popular ee Everyday Astrology, Detective Novels Magazine. Range Riders, Thrilling Sports, West and Masked ider 
estern Magazine. 


bya 


(NAME AND ioceiee. 
SENT UPON REQUEST) 


4s Serviceman with 2 Radio store. In three 
weeks I was made service manseee at more 
than Rae what I earned the shoe 


Fuse 


to 


4. &. SMITH, President 
National Radio Institute 
Established 25 Years 


18 A YOUNG, growing field with 
re, offering many good pay spare 
and full time job opportunities. 


At: 
os* 
and you don’t have to give up your 
present job to become a Radio Techni- 
cian. I train you right at home in your 
pare time, 


» Why Many Radic Technicians 
Muke $30, $40, $50 « Week 


Radio broadcasting stations employ en- 
coed operators, station managers, 
dio manufacturers employ testers, 
inspectors, foremen, servicemen in 
good-pay jobs. Radio jobbers, dealers, 
emplo,_installation and service men. 
Many «Radio Technicians open their 
own Rojio sales and repair businesses 
and m%ke $30, $40, $50 a week. Otherg 
hold their regular jobs and make $5 to 
$104 week fixing Radios in spare time. 
Automobile, police, aviation, Commer- 
cial Radic; loudspeaker systems, elec- 
tronic devices are other fields offering 
pds seh for which N. R. I. gives 
knowledge of ae Tele- 

vision promises te open good jobs soon. 


“When I finished training T scsnaet 2 job 


“7 had an $18 a week job in a shoo factory, 
I'd probably be at it today if I hadn’t read 
about the opportunities in Radio and starte 
éd training at home for them.” 


“Eight mente ister rE re 
“& artment sent me to aon n Kw 

io operator. Now I am Radio Engi 
heer at Station WSUI. I = ae “connected 
with Television Station Ws 


Many Moke $5, $10 a Week Extra 
in Spare Time While Learning 


The day you enroll, I start sending you 
Extra Money Job Sheets which start 
showing you how to do Radio repair 
jobs. Throughout your training I send 
plans and directions which have helped 
many make $200 to $500 a year in 
spare time while learning. I send spe- 
cial Radio equipment to conduct ex- 

eriments and build circuits. This 50-50 

raining method makes learning at Deals in- 
teresti fascinating, Aes ts ALSO 
ew fou A SEED PROF DSSIONE, 
ALL-W -PURPOQSE SET SERVIC- 
ING INSIR to help you make money 


Dear Mr. Smith: 


mped from V8 a week fo'S0 


~~ @ Free Book started me toward this 


GOOD PAY IN RAD/ 


how I Train You at Home 


BE A RADIO TECHNICIAN 


MAIL NOW: Get 64 page book FREE 


43. €. SMITH, President, Dept. 9m09, 
National Radio tnstitute, Washington, D. C. 


64-page book “Rich Rewards in Radio” which Points out Radio’s 
esate and tells how you train men at home Sg be Radio 
echnicians. (Write Plainly.) 


“The training National Radio Institute 
ae Mme was so practical I was soon ready 
Bin $5 to see a week in spare time 


“N. B. I. Training took me ont of a low- 
Day shoe factory job and put me into Radio 
at good pay. Radio is growing fast.’* 


fixing Radios while learning and equip you 
for full time work after you graduate. 


Find Out What Radio Offers You 


Act Today! Mail the coupon for my 64-page 
book, ‘‘Rich Rewards in Radio.” It nts 
out Radio’s spare time and full time oppor- 
tunities and those coming in Television; tells 
about my course in Radio and Television; 
shows many letters from men I have trained, 
telling what they are doing and earning. Read 
my money back agreement. MAIL COUPON 
in nO Ren Tetne or paste on a penny postcard 


J. E, SMITH, President 
Dept. 9M09, National Radio Institute 
Washington, D. C. 


Send me FREE, without obligation, your 


ES et eee 


Costly Work Formerly 
“Sent Out” by Business Men 
Now Done by Themselves 


at a Fraction of the Expense 


This is a calf for men everywhere to handle 
exclusive agency for one of the most 
unique business inventions of the day. 


Forty yeats ago the horse and buggy business ‘was supreme—today 
almost extinct. Twenty years ago the pecoge industry ran into 
many millions—today P Symi ya relic. Only a comparatively few 
foresighted men saw the fortunes ahead in the augomobile and the 
radio. Yet irresistible waves of pete buying swept these men to 
fortune, and sent the buggy and the phonograph into the discard. So 
are great succzsses made by men able to detect the shift in public favor 
from one industry to another. 

Now another as taking place. Aa old established industry—aa integral 
and important part of the nation’s strecture—in which millions of dollars change hands 
every yoat—is in thousands of cases being replaced by a truly astonishing, simple inven- 
tion which does the work better—more teliably~AND AT A COST O} 
AS 2% OF WHAT IS ORDINARILY PAID! It has not 
who have taken over the rights to this valuable invention to 

earnings which in these times are almost 


; Ee, Low 
very lon, mea 
joa pemackable business, 
of for the average man, 


Not a“‘Gadget”— 
Not a ‘‘Knick-Knack”— 
but a valuable, proved device which 
has been sold suce ly by busie 
mess novices as as seasoned 
veterans. 


offered in every grocery, 


A Money-Making Opp 
for Men of Character’ 
EXCLUSIVE FRANCHISE FOR 

AN INVENTION EXPECTED TO REPLACE 

A MULTI-MILLION-DOLLAR INDUSTRY 


Profits Typical of 
the Young, Growing Industry in 


Going into this business is set like 


drag or department store. For 
instance, when you take a $7.50 order, $5.83 can be your 
share. On $1,500 worth of business, 


ortunity | 


EARNINGS 


One man in California earned over $1,600 per month for three 
months—close to $5,000 in 90 days’ time. Another writes 
from Delaware—"'Since I have been operating (just a little 
Jess than a month of actual selling) and not the full day at 
that, because I have been getting organized and had to spend 
at least half the day in the office; counting what I have sold 
outright and on trial, I have made just a little in excess of one 
thousand dollars it for one month.”’ A Connecticut man 
writes he has made $55.00 in a single day's time, Texas man 
nets over $300 in less than 2 week's time, Space does not per- 
mit mentioning here more than these few random cases. How- 
ever, they are sufficient to indicate that the worthwhile future 
in this business is coupled with immediate earnings for the 
right kind of man. One man with us has already made over 
a thousand sales on which his earnings ran from $5 to $60 
= sale and more. A great deal of this business was repeat 

usiness. Yet he had never done anything like this before 
coming with us. That is the kind of opportunity this business 
offers. The fact that this business has attracted to it such 
business men as former bankers, executives of businesses— 
men who demand only the highest type of op} ity and 
income—gives a fairly good picture of the kind of business this 
is, Our door is open, however, to the young man looking for 
the right field iawhichto make his start and develop his future. 


No Money Need Be Risked 


a trying this business out. You can measure the 
bilities and not be dut a dollar. If you ore Leaking for a 
Business that is not overcrowded—a business that is just 
¢ into its own—on the upgrade, instead of the, 
downgrade—a business that offers the buyer relief fror 
» your share can be ome, but unavoidable expense—a business th 


something 


ewes fin $1,167.00. The very least you get as your part of every asa t practically in every office, store, or fact 
Blake 06 Mai this is fo-abrelty—n0 creation dollar's worth of business you do is 67 cents—on ten into whic Teanga bot aesiiewek the 
‘which the inventor hopes to put on the market. You 4 y A yo 8 site— 

ably have seen nothing like it yet~perhaps never dollars’ worth $6.70, on 2 hundred dollars’ worth $67.00 pecs oss Bas veoh a na phe oe ead 
Werslol tu comes ateeh ede acute cea —in other words ewo thirds of every order you get is with as other necessities do—chat because you e 
been used by corporations of outstanding promi yours. Not orly on the first order—but on repeat orders the sales in exclusive territory is your own bu” 
dealers of great i heir Winches chy dor —and you have the opportunity of earning an cven larger shar pass mart on some individual sales than many : 
tors, newspapers, publi pitals, etc.,etc,,  Peesentege in a week and sometimes in a month’ 5 time—if such 2 


Spent right at that very 
moment—and the desirability of saving the greatcst 
ly. 


Some of the Savings 
You Can Show 
Jou walk into an office and. put down before your 


® letter from a sales organization showing that did 
work in their own office for $11 which formerly cou 
su 


every 
section of rhe country is represented by these field reports 
which hammer across dazzling, convincing money-saving 
‘pportunities which hardiy any business man can fail t0 
‘Wierssand. 


This Business Has 
Nothing to Do With 
House to House Canvassing 


Nor do you have to know anything about high-pressore 
selling. ‘'Sclling™ is unoecessary in the ordinary sense of 
the word. Instead of hammering away at the customer 
and trying to “‘foree’’ a sale, you make a dignified, 
business-like call, leave the installation—whatever size 
the customer says he will accepr—at our risk, let the 
customer sell himself after the device is in and working. 
This docs away with the nced for pressure on the cus- 
tomer—it eliminates the handicap of trying to a the 
money before the customer has really convinced him 


Nothing is s0 convinci 
for themse! ves without risk to the customer! While others 
fail to get even a heating, our men are making sales 
running into the hundreds. They have received the atten- 
tion of the largest firms in the country, and sold co the 
ampallest businesses by the thousands. 


looks as if it is worth investigating, ger in toneh 
ot once for the rights in your territory—don't 


because the chances are that if you do wait, someor 
will have written to us in the meantime—and if .ir- 
oat that you were the better man—we'd both be &. 


So for convenience, mse the coupes beleu—but send 


a 
away—or wire if you wish. But do it sow. 


F. E. ARMSTRONG, President 
Dept. 4047M, Mobile, Ale. 


se 
FOR EXCLUSIVE 4 
i RUS TERRITORY PROPOSIT! 


F. E. ARMSTRONG, Pres., Dept. posi 
i Wiser soleil oe rene infor- 
1 mation on your proposition. 


< 1 NEB 22 are oe om we ne a a gene a a aa ee a a 


Se ee 


Hey FoR excuuswe ve 


is the time/ 


Business is Searching 


: . oh 3 : for YOU, if .... 


Ree now, in many lines, there is a search 
for really good men—managers, leaders— 
yen who can take charge of departments, busi- 
esses, branch offices, and get things humming. 
As always, there are not enough ordinary 
jobs to go ’round—but rarely before, in the 
history of American business, has there been 
so much room at the op! And new jobs are 
being created by the business pick-up in many 
lines—jobs that pay splendidly and that open 
the way to lifetime success. 

Ordinarily, there would be plenty of men to 
fill these jobs—men in junior positions who 
had been studying in spare time. But most men 
have been letting their training slide during 
these dark years of depression . . . ““What’s the 
use?”—You have heard them say. Perhaps 
there has been some excuse for sticking to any 

.old kind of a job one could get the past few 

rs—but the door is wide open for the man 
ambition and ability NOW! 

id don’t let anyone tell you that “Oppor- 

y Only Knocks Once’”’—that’s one of the 

untruthful sayings ever circulated. Op- 


AUERASSRSR SEU Ssesossss OU ECeSsEEEReEs ESE EAseesseseseEssEesssesessssoee, 


SALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY 


portunities flourish for every American every 
day of his life. 

Far more to the point is to be ready—to be 
= make yourself interesting to the 

ig-time employer—and LaSalle offers you a 
short-cut method of qualifying for opportunity 
jobs in accounting, law, traffic, executive man- 
agement, and kindred occupations. 

LaSalle Extension is 30 years old—averages 
over 30,000 enrollments a year—60 American 
firms each employ 500 or more LaSalle-trained 
men—surveys show that many LaSalle stu- 
dents attain 40% salary increase after gradu- 
ation—10% of all C.P.A.’s in the U.S. A. are 
LaSalle-alumni. : 

Why not find out what LaSalle has done and 
is doing for men in your peony Send and get 
the facts; see what LaSalle can do for you, 
personally! 

There’s no question about it—business is 
pace gee are = or 4 time 

as come for you to qualify for prosperity. 
Mail this coupon today! 


= Ask for one of these 


your own field of 
A CORRESPONDENCE INSTITUTION i ee ree Se 
S. Michigan Ave., Dept. 11329-R Chicago 
earnest about my success and I would like to have your special i 
-without any cost or obligation to me—about my opportunities s 
r success training in the business field I have ed: H 
Business Management DIndustrial Management 3 
Higher Accountancy 0 Modern Foremanship § 
Traffic Management O Business Correspondence . 
lodern Salesmanship OD Business Englis 3 
mmercial Law Effective Speakin =e 
«w—Deségree of LL.B. OC. P. A. Coaching + 
xpert Bookkeeping OStenotypy : 
: 
ORB ncn ccccndeucdeccicteqscccsesncsceecousezsues Agta conserves’ H 
5 Be tetiges 
Pstilithcoccasaaanasaececcsue PANNE cktk ScwentncvNewinusee H Mroncg Xavo 


AHMOZSIOrFPAGOT 
Tepavicu 19 — AQGHNAI 


BIG PRIZES 


One] What a bike! A. 
oe ie, silvery beauty. 
Oleg stainless, rust-proof 
ee alloy. Light. hod : 
wel stronger —— 
ed ne Bey than steel. 
peer ctely ‘stroaralined be rns: 6 
rame, 19” high. Fully 
a with hornlite with 
e navigation lights, stream- 
lined sy ea aed eel guard, 
coaster e, luggage carrier, 
frame pump, and parking 
stand. A truly wonderful bike. 
Earn it, and any of 300 other 
prizes. Mail the coupon today. 


How proud you'll be to Be Fe this — new bike or any of our 300 § 

other big prizes. You’ll ONEY le you earn them, 

= on s easy to start. Need not ‘eles with school. Just deliver 

opular magazines to pecs whom you secure as customers in 

pack.  eigubaeheed Some boys earn a prize such as a model airplane 

or a compo-pear! knife ae first day. Perhaps you can, too. Hurry! 
the coupon NOW 


Mr. Jim Theyer, Dept. 905 an, Lf : ¥ 
The Crowell-Collier Publishing Co., Springfield, Ohio : VW Cntr 
Dear Jim: Start me earning MONEY and PRIZES at once. § Ss i LV F R 


KING” 


CANDID CAMERA. 
CATCHES CO-EDS 


: ~ 
jean th 
materi te geod os | E Is ve of 
Derand ia Wars eae Sage te previous | My a n very $s 

experience can make as muc! 


as $5. 
hour repair job. In a year’s time,a a Dynamo. Welder 


oe | E E 
. fac , janitors and _m ry oe Write L L 
AY TRIAL OFFER. DYNAMIC WE 
COMPANY, 26-48 SILVERTON ROAD, CHICAGO, ILLINOIS, 


GAYER AND GRANDER 
THAN EVER 


15¢ 
AT ALL STANDS 


WANTED AT ONCE? 
Mother, Home, Love, 
Patriotic, Sacred, 
one or any subject, 

be os send 


Pov 4 a Oe as 
RIGHAR "BROS. ‘74 7” Woods is Bids * SHICAGO. "ILLINOIS 


lf This Were You— 
Laid Up By 


SICKNESS 
OR ACCIDENT- 


What Would it Mean 
To YOU To Get Up To 


$150.00, 
A MONTH? | 


Amazing New Policy 
COSTS ONLY 3¢ A DAY 


If sickness or accident should strike YOU—lay you up, dis- 
abled—stop your income, perhaps for ménths—don’t face the 
additional worry of money for bills and expenses! Protect 
— and your loved ones with the remarkable low cost 

terling Sickness and Accident Policy! For only 8c a day this 
amazing policy provides ACTUAL CASH—to help pay bills 
and expenses! Pays you up to $150.00 a month for sickness, 
including Hospital Benefits; $100.00 a month for accident; 
pays as much as $2,500.00 for loss of limbs, sight, or accidental 
death, plus many other liberal benefits, as provided in policy. 


Pays Cash For Common Sicknesses 
And All Types Of Accidents 


This policy covers sicknesses common to men and women, 
covers all types of accidents as happen every day in or by 
automobiles or trucks, on street, at home, on the farm, in fac- 
tory, while at work, etc. Benefits payable from FIRST DAY, 


as explained in policy. 
MORE THAN EASY MONTHLY TERMS 
Because we deal direct with you and have 


$500 000 00 PAID no agents, your cost of this insurance is 
3 s 
— 


amazingly low. Only 3c a day, in easy 
monthly payments, brings you all these 
Young and old—men, women, 
chilaren, ages 15 to 64 without ments 


protection features. No dues—mno assess- 
gible for this liberal insurance. 4 DAYS FREE INSPECTION 
SEND NO MONEY! Bere's.n: sen. 


fore than $500,000.00 Cash Bene- 
fits already paid on Sterling Pol- 
Write, giving your age, and the name and 
relationship of your beneficiary. We will 


icies. Big, responsible; Legal 
mail you Actual Policy on 10-days’ FRE® 


Reserve Stock Company, $100,- 
000.00 on deposit with State of 
INSPECTION. No obligation whatever. 
Act now, 


Tilinois Insurance Department for 
protection of all policy-holders. 


STERLING INSURANCE Co. 
564 Jackson-Franklin Bldg. Chicago, Hl. 


Liberal Benefits At 
Amazing Low Cost 
AS MUCH AS 


$2,500.00 


paid to you IN CASH for 
Accidental Death or Loss of 
Limbs or Eyesight. 


ro $150.00 


a month for sickness includ- 
ing Hospital Benefits. 


ro $100.00 


a month for disability due to 
accident, 


$100.00 


Cash paid as Emergency Aid 
or Identification Benefit. 


OTHER LIBERAL BENEFITS 


Doctor’s bill for non disabling 
injuries — 10% increase in 
benefits for 5 years at no 
extra cost. 


All Benefits as described 
on Policy 


Beautiful Permanent 
Picture Ring Made 


From Any Photo or Picture 
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OFF THE RECORD 


HE personal emotions of Tony 

Quinn, ex-district attorney, with 

whom you are all by now familiar 
in his role of that daring crime fighter, 
the Black Bat, are for the most part 
overshadowed by his glamorous ex- 
ploits. The notes he has recorded in his 
case book, from which G. Wayman 
Jones has drawn these Black Bat 
novels, deal with the events and com- 
plications arising from the criminal 
deeds of greedy, murderous scoundrels. 
But interspersed at times in this imper- 
sonal case book are some extremely in- 
teresting personal touches. We have 
selected one of these illuminating ex- 
cerpts that throws a peculiar sidelight 
- on the next Black Bat novel: 


Since that fatal day in court when, in the 
performance of my duties as district attor- 
ney, I was blinded by the searing acid 
thrown into my eyes, I have had a new and 
deeper sympathy for those poor people de- 
prived of any part of their natural physical 
endowment. I have lived and suffered under 
the handicaps of these hapless beings, and 
even though I have been fortunate enough 
not to have been troubled by the thought 
of money, I realize only too well the finan- 
cial as well as physical and moral hardships 
that they endure. 

The miracle that restored sight to my eyes 
has not dimmed my comprehension of their 
difficulties, and the fact that mention of a 
cripple or a blind man usually brings to mind 
a picture of a desolate beggar or peddler sad- 
dens me immeasurably. Their plight is 
tragic. 

Is it any wonder then that my feelings 
were aroused to their deepest pitch when I 
discovered that such poor, misguided, bitter 
men had been banded together by a diabol- 
ically cunning devil for his own ruthless, 
heinous schemes? Is it any wonder that the 
Black Bat entered the case with a more than 
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Arrest Him, Officer! 


PLL HAVE COMPLETE FACTS ON 
THE OTHER FELLOW TONIGHT! 


ECRET Service Operator No. 38 is on the job... . follow him 
through all the excitement of his chase after the counter- 
feit gang. See how a crafty operator works. Tell-tale 

finger prints in the murdered girl’s room that help him solve 
the t mystery BETTER than fiction because every word 
is TRUE. No obligation. Just mail me the coupon and get— 


FREE The Confidential Reports 


No. 38 Made to His Chief 


And the best part of it all is this—it may open your eyes to 
the great opportunity for YOU as a weil paid Finger Print 
Expert. This isa young, fast-growing profession. The kind of 
work you would like. Excitement! Thrills! Travel! A regular 
monthly salary. Reward ogee sf And re er: graduates of 
Gis uel MnP tc cals NOW act Ph eto hes 
. S.. ‘ick! e Coupon : a 
Free Confidential Reports! = 


INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE | 
1920 Sunnyside Ave., Dept. 7968, Chicago, Illinois 
| aslnlael sashes aetna ehartelaeleieleteletteteeta | 
Institute of Applied Science” 8 

1920 Sunnyside Ave., Dept. 7968, Chicago, Illinois 
Gentlemen—Without any obligation whatsoever, send’ 


me the Reports of Operator No. 38, also your illus- 
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THE BLACK BAT 
STRIKES AGAIN 


By G. WAYMAN JONES 


A Complete Book-Length 


Mystery Novel 


CHAPTER I 


Graveyard Murder 


CAR pulled up to the cemetery 
A gates at ten minutes of one in 
the morning. Three men clam- 

bered out. All wore high boots and 
they proceeded to drag out several 


shovels and picks, 


Author of “Murder Calls the Black Bat,” “Alias Mr. Death; etc. 
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One of them stepped up to the ceme- 
tery gates, took a key from his pocket 
and opened them. Another rolled the 
car through. Then the gates were 
closed and locked. Slowly the car 
wended its way around the many turns 
of the cemetery road until the driver 
threw a spotlight on a serried rank of 
tombstones, But only briefly, for the 


One of the thugs dropped his gun and 
clawed at his shoulder (Chapter IX) 


‘. 
wees 
ms 


A Series of Mass Murders Sets Tony Quinn, Lightning-fast 


Foe of Crime, on the Trail of a Satanic Ring of Insurance 
Killers Who Make a Vast Profitable Business of Slaughter! 


moment he saw what he wanted, the 
light was doused. 

Assistant District Attorney Lew 
Scott, one of the trio on some odd noc- 
turnal mission, picked up a shovel and 
a pick. 

He was an eager young man, ambi- 
tious, honest and well liked. He faced 
one of his companions, a man smaller 
and thinner than himself and much 
more nervous. 

“For the last time,’ he said softly, 
for the cemetery seemed to demand 
whispers, “you are sure? We'd be the 
laughing stock of the city if you hap- 
pen to be wrong—and there might also 
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be a nice little lawsuit in connection 
with this.” 

Jim Fisher, the man addressed, licked 
his lips and loosened the collar around 
his throat. The third man joined them 
before Fisher could-speak—Dawson, an 
assistant coroner, as young and alert as 
Scott. 

Apparently, therefore, this grave- 
digging party was highly legal, even 
if stealthy. 

“T’ve a signed exhumation order in 
my pocket so we can go right ahead,” 
Dawson said. “T’ll perform a rough au- 
topsy on the spot, the moment the cof- 
fin is opened. The body has been in- 
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terred only two days so that will be 
easy to do. All I need are samples of 
the hair, nails and the stomach lining. 
It won’t take more than fifteen minutes 
for my share of the job.” 

Jim Fisher walked over to the car 


and sat down on the running board be- 


fore he answered Scott’s question. 

“Tm positive,” he stated with grim 
finality. “Ralph Galvin is dead—in 
that grave. The doctor claims he died 
of a chronic stomach ailment. I’ve 
been away, as I told you. As soon as 
I got back and found out what hap- 
pened, I sensed that something was not 
right. Galvin never suffered from any 
stomach trouble. Why he used to 
boast of how strong his digestive or- 
gans were.” 


EW SCOTT nodded. “Yes, yes. 
You’ve told us that a dozen times. 
What I want to be certain of is that 
letter you got from Ralph Galvin. You 
destroyed it, remember. You have no 
written evidence.” 

Fisher shrugged. “Ralph mentioned 
that he’d discovered there was an in- 
surance policy on his life that he didn’t 
even know about. A policy to the tune 
of two hundred and fifty thousand dol- 
lars. In the first place Ralph couldn’t 
afford a policy as large as that. 

“And he certainly would have had to 
undergo an examination to take out a 
sum of insurance so huge. I thought 
nothing of it until I returned and 
learned that Ralph had died—suddenly. 
I think that whoever insured him with- 
out his knowledge must have provided 
a substitute for the medical examiina- 
tion and then killed Ralph to collect.” 

Assistant District Attorney Scott 
peeled off his coat and vest, 

“Very well. It seems to me a clear- 
cut case and we have the right to go 
ahead. Perhaps I should have con- 
sulted the deceased’s family first, but if 
things are as you indicate, Fisher, we'd 
only be throwing in our hand face 
down, Apparently someone in the 
family stands to collect and before we 
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act against that person, we must be ab- 
solutely certain that Ralph Galvin did 
not die a natural death. Man the shov- 
els, boys. We'll exhume the body, give 
Dr. Dawson a chance to make an ex- 
amination, then we’ll bury it again un- 
til his routine is finished. If you are 
right, Fisher, we'll officially exhume it 
tomorrow for the second time. ... 
Let’s get it over with.” 

All three attacked the newly filled 
grave with vigor. It took them almost 
two hours of back-breaking work to ex- 
pose the surface of the metal lid of the 
outer casket. District Attorney Scott 
hauled himself out of the grave, hur-. 
ried over to where the car was parked 
and took a gasoline torch from the 
trunk. He lowered himself into the 
grave again, pumped air into the torch 
and lit a match to it. 

Applying the flame to the sealed lid, 
he melted away the lead that made the 
outer casket air-tight. With chisels, 
the other two men carefully opened the 
copper box until finally they raised the 
lid out of the grave. Ropes went down 
next and Fisher passed them beneath 
the casket. Carefully they hauled it up 
until it was swung out and placed on 
solid ground. 

Scott used a screw-driver to open the 
casket, lifted up the lid and exposed the 
body within. Fisher shuddered and 
turned away hurriedly. 

Only Coroner Dawson was used to 
this kind of grisly work. He handled 
it as a matter of course. From a doc- 
tor’s kit he produced the necessary in- 
struments. Snipping a lock of the dead 
man’s hair, he carefully placed it in an 
envelope and sealed it. Then he cut 
portions of the finger-nails and stored 
them in another envelope for examina- 
tion later. 

A wind had sprung up as they 
worked. Dr. Dawson put the envelope 
containing the lock of hair on the 
ground. It was lifted by the wind and 
carried off a dozen feet. Scott scam- 
pered after it. He caught it as it flut- 
tered down on another grave. He 


THE BLACK BAT STRIKES AGAIN 17 


pulled a broken flower pot out of the 
ground and thrust the envelope inside 
it. To further insure its safety, he 
turned the clay flower pot upside down. 

“That will hold it until we’re ready 
to go,” he said. “Now Doctor, while 
you perform the actual surgery, I think 
I'd like to talk to Fisher again.” 


AWSON nodded and selected his 

instruments. He began working 
deftly. Near the car Jim Fisher was 
trembling despite himself. 

“I’m not a coward,” he defended him- 
self, “but this business is nerve-rack- 
ing. Wouldn’t be so bad if I didn’t 
know the man, but Ralph and I—Well, 
we'd been pals since we were in the first 
grade. I tell you he didn’t die a nat- 
ural death! If it had been an accident 
—or pneumonia—or an infectious dis- 
ease, I wouldn’t have questioned it. But 
chronic stomach trouble! Good heav- 
ens, that’s impossible!” 

Assistant District Attorney Scott 
drew the collar of his suit coat around 
his throat. It lacked only about two 
hours of dawn and the night had be- 
come chilly and raw. 

“I know,” he told Fisher softly. 
“That’s why I fixed up this secret ex- 
humation. If we’re wrong, no harm 
has been done. If you are guessing 
right—we’ve got a nice murder case 
right in our laps. I haven’t told any- 
one what we intended to do. Neither 
has Dawson, and I know you have nat. 
From a study of the symptoms that 
Ralph Galvin betrayed, Dawson has al- 
ready judged that he may have died of 
arsenical poisoning. Victims of that 
drug act as if suffering from chronic 
stomach ailments, especially if the poi- 
son is administered over a period of 
time—as is usually the case in insur- 
ance murders. Those sample the doc 
is taking will tell the story one way or 
another. I... Fisher, listen! Did 
you hear something?” 

Fisher nodded. “Yes. Sounded like 
someone prowling around those bushes 
north of here.” 


: = : 
The Black Bat 


“Doc!” Scott called softly. 
Doc—come over here.” 

Dr. Dawson ambled over and grinned 
broadly when Scott voiced the belief 
that they were being observed. 

“Nonsense. Your nerves are jittery. 
It’s the atmosphere that’s got you. 
Who in the world would be prowling 
around a cemetery this hour of the 
morning except a trio of ghouls—like 
us?” 

He laughed at their discomfiture and 
headed back toward the open grave. 
Suddenly he clapped a hand to his 
chest. A low, strangled groan came 
from his lips. He reeled a step or two, 
carried more by his momentum thdn 
his muscles. He half turned around, 
as if to beg aid. Then he crumpled 
and fell heavily. 

Assistant District Attorney Scott 
leaped from the running board of the 
car where he had been seated and 
sprang toward the fallen doctor. Fish- 
er, eyes bulging in horror, saw Scott 
stop dead and slowly, like the work of 
a slow motion camera, fold up and top- 
ple to the ground ten feet from where 
Dr. Dawson lay. 

Fisher gave voice to a wild, shriek- 


“Hey, 
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- ing yell. There had been no sound, yet 
both these men had dropped as though 
a silent spectre had snatched away 
their lives. Fisher raced over graves, 
vaulted a tombstone and tripped over 
a projecting pot of flowers. He scram- 
bled up with a choked sob and raced on. 

Something smacked into the ground 
near his feet and lent impetus to his 
flight. Then he felt something else hit 
him between the shoulder blades. A 
searing, agonizing pain gripped his 
whole body. He staggered another 
dozen steps before he collapsed. Vainly 
he tried to pull himself erect, clawing 
at the edge of a stone for support. He 
turned his head to look back. 


A FIGURE—only a dark blob of 
shadow—was standing fifty feet 
behind him. A rifle was at the man’s 
shoulder. It made no sound, but a bul- 
let from it found a target in Fisher’s 
body. It smashed through his left 
lung, penetrated his heart, killing him 
instantly. He fell, draped over the 
tombstone, a hideous nightmare of hor- 
ror. 

The murderer walked calmly over to 
where Dr. Dawson lay, moved him 
with his foot and saw the blood oozing 
from a wound directly over the heart. 
His lips curled in contempt. He pro- 
ceeded to where Assistant District At- 
torney Scott was sprawled on the 
ground. Scott’s body twitched. Life 
was not quite extinct. 

As calmly as though this were on 
everyday occurrence, the murderer 
raised the rifle slightly and sent a slug 
smashing through Scott’s head. 

Pulling off the gray gloves on his 
hands, the killer grasped the silencer 
on the end of his rifle and unscrewed it. 
He thrust this into his pocket, shoved 
the rifle under his arm and went over 
to the exhumed body. He picked up 
the envelope Dr. Dawson had left there, 
examined it and put this into his pocket 
also. 

He spent twenty minutes going over 
the ground carefully, searching for the 


slightest clue that might give him 
away. Then he walked swiftly back to 
the row of small trees forming a hedge 
beside the cemetery road. The night 
swallowed him up with no sign that he 
had been there except the four bodies 
he had left behind—one cold in long 
death, the other three still warm and 
bleeding. 

There had been no witnesses. Only 
the dead could testify against this living 
monster. It was close to the absolute 
perfect crime. Only one slight detail 
remained, and the killer knew nothing 
of that. 


CHAPTER II 
Phantoms of the Night 


N A spacious house 
located in one of the 
better sections of the 

_ vast city, a man sat 
before a fireplace. He 
wore a smoking jac- 
ket and held a cane 
between his knees. 
His eyes were blank 
—like those of a 
blind man—and around his eyes were 
deep, horrible scars etched by corrosive 
acid. The man was about thirty and 
except for the scars, good-looking. He 
had a well molded chin, and lips that 
could smile warmly or grow thin and 
bitter. 

Tony Quinn spent many hours in 
just this position, for to all intents and 
purposes Tony Quinn was blind. A 
dozen prominent doctors had testified 
to that and gave him no hope of recov- 
ery. Once a promising young district 
attorney, Tony Quinn had fought a 
physical battle in a courtroom to pro- 
tect vital evidence against a grasping 
gangster. Acid, meant, to destroy that 
evidence, had been splashed into Tony 
Quinn’s eyes, blinding him—for life, 
according to all the doctors he had 
visited. 

But Tony Quinn was not blind. 
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_ Those blank, staring eyes could see 
perhaps better than any pair of eyes in 
the world. By the cooperation of a 
dying man who had also fought crime 
and been made a cripple by criminals, 
Tony Quinn had been given new eyes. 
The operation had been performed in 
secret and except for the doctor who 
had accomplished what other surgeons 
refused to attempt, and three other per- 
sons, no one realized that Quinn could 
see. 

One of those who knew was seated 
in a straight-backed chair at Quinn’s 
side now. A mass of newspapers lay 
at his feet. Norton Kirby, known as 
“Silk,” was an ex-confidence man who 
had come to rob Tony Quinn and re- 
mained to become his staunch friend 
and ally. Silk wore the quiet livery of 
a servant. 

“Something, isn’t it, sir?” Silk mused. 
“Imagine—Assistant District Attorney 
Scott, Assistant Coroner Dawson and 
this Jim Fisher, all murdered in a 
graveyard beside a recently exhumed 
corpse. Sounds like a ghost story. 
You knew young Scott, didn’t you?” 

Tony Quinn nodded sadly, 

“He began his career in my Office 
when I was the district attorney. A 
nice boy, Silk. And clever, too, There 
were great things in store for him. 
Now he’s been murdered. Why? The 
police don’t know—no one seems to. 
It can’t be just an act of revenge, else 
why was Dr. Dawson also murdered, 
and this man Jim Fisher? 

“Silk, they were up to something. 
They exhumed the body of Ralph Gal- 
vin for a purpose. Someone murdered 
them so they might never voice their 
suspicions. For a man to shoot down 
three people ruthlessly means that 
what they were suspicious about must 
have been a vast thing. Read me that 
part—about what the police think.” 

Silk cleared his throat and began 
where he had left off. That part of the 
news story read: 


Commissioner Warner has taken personal 
charge of the investigation into the grue- 


some cemetery deaths that have stirred the 
city. There are no clues as yet, according to 
the police, but they are making a thorough 
and intensive investigation. 

The body of Ralph Galvin, apparently ex- 
humed by the three murdered men, has been 
taken to the Stanley morgue for further ex- 
amination. The only theory offered thus far 
indicates that Jim Fisher, a friend of the 
dead Ralph Galvin, must have suspected that 
all was not right with Galvin’s death. 

In the pocket of the assistant coroner was 
an exhumation order. Assistant District At- 
torney Scott apparently had accompanied 
the other two men so that he might also test 
some story which Jim Fisher may have told. 

An autopsy has been performed on the 
body of Ralph Galvin. Coroner Williams 
states that death was natural, that there is 
no indication of violence and none of poison. 
It is his expressed opinion that if Scott and 
Dr. Dawson were hoping to find some in- 
criminating evidence nt e body of Galvin, 
their hopes would have been blasted. 


HAT’S ENOUGH.” Tony 

Quinn held up his hand. “Silk, 
there’s far more to this than appears 
on the surface. I knew Lew Scott, re- 
member. He wouldn’t have gone off 
half cocked on some crazy story told 
him by a stranger. Exhuming a body 
is serious business and Scott knew that. 
I think—he paused for an expressive 
moment—we ought to have a look at 
that body in the morgue, Silk. Then a 
trip to the cemetery would be in order. 
The police are pretty routine some- 
times. They may have missed some- 
thing out there.” 

Silk didn’t answer. He arose, 
walked over to the windows and pulled 
down the curtains. Then he made sure 
the doors were locked. Finally he 
doused the lights in the room. 

“Ready, sir,” he said simply. 

Tony Quinn arose, thrust his cane 
beneath one arm and walked rapidly 
toward the west wall of the room. 
Though everything was steeped in 
darkness and Silk had to maneuver his 
way slowly, Tony Quinn moved as rap- 
idly as though the room were bril- 
liantly illuminated. 

There was a reason for this. Tony 
Quinn could see as well in darkness as 
he could in light; perhaps even better. 
That operation on his eyes had ren- 
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dered them more acute and given them 
a penetrating power over darkness. 

A section of the wall slid back. 
Quinn and Silk vanished into a white- 
tiled room lined with shelves and racks 
containing chemicals, apparatus and 
books on every conceivable phase of 
fighting crime. For Tony Quinn’s 
adopted mission in life was a battle 
with all the elements of the underworld 
and those crooked men and women who 
occupied high stations in life. 

Quinn opened a small cupboard and 
took from it a black suit, a pair of black 
gloves, black crepe-soled shoes and a 
peculiar hood, He donned the clothing 
swiftly and then placed the hood over 
his head. It came well down over his 
shoulders and was attached to his arms 
so that when he raised them, the cape 
altangement seemed webbed and wing- 
like. He cast a weird shadow against 
_ the white-tiled wall—the shadow of a 
giant bat. 

Tony Quinn pulled the hood from his 
Bat. He had adopted the name and in- 
signia of this nocturnal creature be- 
cause a bat is supposed to be blind and 
operates only in darkness. 

“You had better stay here,” he said 
to Silk. “Police Commissioner Warner 
usually drops in when he gets a head- 
ache over such crimes as this one. If 
he calls, tell him I’m asleep and that 
you don’t wish to awaken me. 
him I’ve been despondent over my 
blindness and haven't slept in days. 
That will stall him until I get back.” 

“Yes, sir,” Silk answered with a tinge 
of sorrow in his voice. “But I thought, 
sir, considering the fact that we haven’t 
had much excitement lately, that you 
might—” 

Tony Quinn, in fact, was the Black 
head, shoved it in his pocket, and 
grinned. 

“Silk, old boy,” he placated, ‘“‘unless 
I’m very wrong, there will be a great 
deal of work for you before we close 
this case. I don’t play hunches, but 
there’s a strong supposition in my mind 
that the man or men who killed those 


Tell- 
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three haven’t finished their work yet. 
Hold the fort. Tl be back in a few 
hours.” 


UINN donned a floppy-brimmed 

hat, drew it well down over his 
scarred features, then pulled a lever set 
in the wall. A part of the floor slid 
back to reveal a ladder leading into a 
passage hewn out of the earth. He 
waved to Silk, slid down the ladder and 
crawled along the passage until he 
came out in an enclosed garden summer 
house, far to the rear of his estate. 
This formed a perfect way for him to 
come and go as the Black Bat. 

He slipped through the garden gate. 
looked up and down the silent street 
and saw no one. As he moved through 
the gate he kept close to the high wall 
and his black clothing blended so well 
with the darkness that he was practi- 
cally invisible, 

When he turned a corner he saw a 
coupé parked at the curb in front of a 
rooming house. That coupé was al- 
ways leit there for just such emergen- 
cies. It was registered in the name of 
one Jack O’Leary, better known to the 
Black Bat as “Butch.” O’Leary was 
one of the three persons who knew 
Tony Quinn’s nocturnal identity. 

Quinn took a key from his pocket, 
unlocked the car door and slid behind 
the wheel. He rolled down the cross 
street, pulled his hat low and turned 
into a well lighted avenue. Now his 
nerves began to jingle. If he were 
stopped for any reason and spotted in 
these black elothes, there would be sus- 
picions. Almost every patrolman in 
the city knew Tony Quinn and firmly 
believed he was blind for life. If they 
saw him driving a car—well, Tony 
Quinn hated to think of the results. 

Therefore he was most careful about 
how he drove, meticulously obeying 
traffic signals and keeping well within 
the speed limit. He drove far uptown 
and parked the coupé along a dark side 
street. After a careful look around he 
stepped out, swept off his hat, threw it 


THE BLACK BAT 


into the coupé, and donned the mask 
of the Black Bat. 

The private morgue to which the ex- 
humed body recovered from the ceme- 
tery had been taken was just around 
the corner. He cut through a neigh- 
boring yard, stepping over obstacles 
that would have tripped any man with 
normal eyesight. Even the slender 
wires of a croquet set were as plain as 
telegraph poles to Tony Quinn’s eyes. 

He came out behind the one-story 
building which housed the morgue. No 
one was on duty, for who would ever 
be expected to enter a morgue? True, 


the exhumed body had been of great 
importance in a triple murder case, but 
now the autopsy was completed, the 
findings reported and the corpse only 
waiting for reburial. 

The Black Bat crept silently to the 
front of the building. He made a swift 
examination of the door lock and had 
it open in three minutes. The manip- 
ulation of locks was one of the many 
fascinating branches of criminology 
that Tony Quinn had studied so in- 
tently. 

He closed the door behind him softly. 
He carried no flashlight, for such an 
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article would have been superfluous. 
The Bat saw everything plainly. 

The corpse was covered and rested 
on a slab in one of the small autopsy 
rooms. He drew back the sheet, expos- 
ing the body. For ten minutes he ex- 
amined it and finally gave up. There 
were no clues here. If this once had 
been Ralph Galvin—and certainly it 
had been so identified—then Lew Scott 


A steel-like hand hauled him down (Chapter Lil) 


must have erred in exhuming it. 

The Black Bat slipped out of the 
morgue, reached his car and drove 
straight to the cemetery. He climbed 
over the high fence, dropped lightly on 
the ground and proceeded to search for 
the scene of the triple murder. It 
wasn’t hard to find for the grave still 
yawned open. 


OOTPRINTS were useless, for 
police and cemetery employees 
had trampled the ground into a mire. 
The Black Bat stood beside the grave 
and slowly turned around. His eyes 
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swept over the ground, missing noth- 
ing. He saw a broken flower pot stand- 
ing upside down on a grave about 
twenty feet away. Otherwise this grave 
was neat. Flowers near the headstone 
had withered and died days before, but 
they indicated that the grave was cared 
for and that visits were fairly frequent. 
Therefore, why the broken flower pot 
spoiling the otherwise tidy grave? 

The Black Bat strode toward the 
plot. He saw where the broken pot 
had been taken from the ground, liter- 
ally ripped out, for soil had also been 
raised with it. He turned the pot over 
and, half buried in the dirt, he saw the 
soiled white edge of an envelope. 
Eagerly he picked this up, ripped open 
the sealed flap and saw a lock of hair. 

Thrusting this into his pocket, the 
Black Bat felt a quiver of excitement 
course through his system. Someone 
had cut that hair from the head of the 
corpse and Dr. Dawson was the most 
logical person to have done so. In mak- 
ing tests for certain poisons, the hair is 
frequently used. And the Black Bat 
knew that the body of the supposed 
Ralph Galvin, now at the private 
morgue, did not have a lock of hair 
snipped off! 

He had examined that body well 
enough to be certain. Anyhow, when 
a thorough autopsy was performed in a 
morgue, with all facilities at hand, ex- 
amination of the hair would not be nec- 
essary. Therefore a substitution had 
been made! The corpse in the morgue 
was not the one exhumed by Dr. Daw- 
son! Why? Galvin’s family was con- 
sidered one of the best. They were 
honest in all their dealings and were 
definitely not the type to insure a close 
relative, kill him for the insurance and 
then commit a triple murder so that 
their crime might not be discovered. 
Nevertheless, the Black Bat was sure 
that for some grim reason Galvin’s 
bedy had been stolen. 

He walked back to the open grave 
and looked into it. Something stirred 
at his feet and he glanced down. There 
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was-a puff of dust arising from the dry — 
top soil, and the report of a gun. In- 
stantly the Black Bat gave a leap that 
carried him over a high tombstone. 


by, ae happened, but the 
Black Bat wasn’t one to wait for 
attack. He believed in the element of 
surprise to overcome his enemies. 
Ducking from behind the tombstone, 
he ran very lightly over the grass in a 
crouch. 

He knew the exact direction from 
which the slug had come and made a 
half circle of the area. 

Then the Black Bat saw them. Two 
men, crouched at the side of a vault, 
were trying to penetrate the darkness 
and spot their masked victim. One of 
them spoke in a hoarse whisper, every 
word audible to the Black Bat’s sensi- 
tive ears. 

“T tell you I had a look at that guy. 
He’s got a hood on. I know he has or 
I woulda seen his face, wouldn’t I? 
Dorkey, I got a hunch that was the 
Black Bat! If you ask me, we oughta 
lam outa here as quick as we can.” 

The other man snarled an oath. 

“The Black Bat ain’t no better than 
any ordinary guy. What can he do 
that we can’t? I hope it is the Black 
Bat because he’s gotta show himself 
sooner or later and then—b/am—he 
goes down with a couple of nice silent 
bullets in his back.” 


CHAPTER III 
Doubled in Death 


HE Black Bat smiled 
tightly and crept for- 
ward again, He was 
Within a dozen yards 
of the two men when 
the frightened one 
discovered he had to 
do something to re- 
lieve the tension. He 
snapped on a flash- 

light and sprayed the beam toward the 


fe he 
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open grave. The other man anarieda 
warning and reached for the flash. It 
‘dropped to the ground and its ray 
struck the Bat squarely. 

He fired from the hip. His bullet 
crashed through the lens of the flash 
and a curtain of darkness, deeper than 
ever, closed down over the graveyard. 
But the brief moment of light had been 
enough. Two slugs screeched past the 
Black Bat’s ear. His own guns blasted 
twice, the reports so close together as 
to seem almost one. 

The heavier of the two assassins 
folded up. All his joints and muscles 
seemed to have turned into soft wax. 
With a yelp of terror, the other man 
fled. Instantly the Black Bat was after 
him. The man leaped for the cemetery 
fence, clawing at the top wire. He 
pulled himself up frantically, a steél- 
like hand gripped his ankles and hauled 
him down. 

He put up a short fight, trying to ad- 
minister a jabbing uppercut, but it 
sailed through air. A fist buried itself 
in his stomach and he doubled up with 
a grunt of pain. He felt both his arms 
seized, then he was pinned against the 
fence. His worst fears were realized as 
he looked up and saw the somber hood 
covering his captor’s head, saw the 
winglike cape that cast an eerie shadow 
—the shadow of a bat! 

“Don’t hit me no more!” he quavered. 
“I—I can’t stand it. Don’t hit me.” 

“Your name and where do you come 
from?” the Black Bat demanded. “Speak 


fast. All this shooting may draw the 
police. I haven’t time to waste with 
you.” 


“Joe Hudson,” the thug gasped. “I 
come from Frisco, honest. Me and 
Dorkey was to blast anybody that came 
to the grave at night. We was paid a 
grand to keep watch. I dunno who 
paid us. There was a guy named 
Bishop who runs a hock shop on Car- 
mody Avenue. We were told he was a 
right guy and we went there to buy us 
a couple of heaters. He offered us this 
job, That’s the truth, so help me! I 


goulae’ t lie to you.” 

“I don’t believe you would,” the 
Black Bat said quietly. “Anyway if 
you have, you'll be sorry. I'll leave 
you here, tied up. But if I find no such 
man exists as this Bishop, you'll talk 
when I come back—plenty! Stand 
against that fence, spread your arms 
and legs as far apart as possible. Now 
—hold it.” 

With a coil of fine silk cord he took 
from his pocket, the Black Bat tied 
Hudson’s wrists to the wire fence, then 
fastened his ankles. He didn’t bother 
with a gag. 

“You'll keep for a while,’ he said. 
“T’m going to see if your pal is beyond 
any help.” 

Only a cursory examination was nec- 
essary. The thug called Dorkey was 
dead, a bullet drilled squarely through 
his heart. The Black Bat returned to 
Hudson and tested the fellow’s bonds 
to make sure he could not escape. 
Then he pasted a black sticker on the 
man’s forehead—the cut-out image of a 
black bat with wings outspread. 


HAT’S just to remind the man 

who hired you that he has some 
competition,” he said grimly. “It will 
also help you to explain to the police 
just how your pal came to be killed. 
And—mark this—when you get out of 
jail, make tracks for the Coast. If I 
see you again, I won’t tie you with rope 
—I'll weight you down with lead.” 

The Bat scaled the fence easily and 
raced to his parked car. He knew one 
pertinent fact anyway. Dr. Dawson 
had examined the body of Ralph Gal- 
vin all right. He had snipped a lock of 
hair from the corpse—and that clue 
rested in the Black Bat’s pocket. 

Now he had to investigate this pawn- 
broker named Bishop. And find out 
why the Galvin family had identified 
a double as their kin. 

When he was safely behind the wheel 
of his car the Black Bat stripped off his 
hood. So far he saw no signs that the 
shooting affray in the cemetery had 
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been heard. The place was far from 
any habitation and no police guards 
had been posted anywhere nearby. 

The pawnshop of Monty Bishop was 
a frowsy-looking place, surrounded by 
cheap restaurants and antique shops. 
A night light burned above the safe and 
the place was closed for the night. The 
Bat parked his coupé in a convenient 
spot, made sure he was unobserved, 
and crossed the street to plunge into 
an alley beside the pawnshop. At the 
rear he discovered that Bishop lived 
behind his store. Lights were burning 
in two windows. 

Drawing his hood well down over his 
head, the Black Bat edged toward one 
of the windows and peered through the 
dirty curtains. What he saw made him 
spring into action. A man was lying 
across a bed. His face was pallid, his 
outstretched arms twitched and his en- 
tire body apparently was racked by 
pain. 

The Black Bat didn’t take time to 
force a door. Instead he smashed a 
pane of glass with the butt of his gun, 
reached in and opened the latch. He 
swung over the sill and rushed to the 
man’s side, lifted him onto the bed and 
made a swift examination. The man 
was dying fast, obviously poisoned. 
His face was purpled from congested 
blood, his lips were blue and his eyes 
bulging. 

He tried to talk but no sound came 
from his gaping mouth. Vocal muscles 
were already paralyzed. The Black 
Bat could do nothing. It was too late 
for antidotes and he couldn’t give one 
anyway, for he had no idea whether the 
lethal dose had been an alkaloid or a 
metallic poison. 

Bishop died three minutes after the 
Black Bat reached his side. The mur- 
derer had acted with amazing speed to 
silence the man before the Black Bat 
arrived. 

With a sigh the Bat turned away. 
His best clue obliterated. WHatever 
lay behind all this murder, it was su- 
pervised by an efficient, far-planning 
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mind. One who killed at will. 
A frugal supper was on the table, 
stone cold now. The Black Bat exam- 
ined a dish of gruel from which Bishop 
had apparently eaten his last meal. He 
scooped some of it into a small bottle 
and stowed this away. Then he began 
a careful examination of the premises. 
He expected to find nothing, so was 
not disappointed when his search was 
completed. Bishop’s food might have 
been poisoned hours before—and by 
some casual so-called “friend” who pos- 
sibly had a logical reason for calling. 


HE Black Bat moved toward the 

door—and suddenly stopped. A 
man’s shadow had passed across the 
window. For only one fleeting second, 
yet the Black Bat saw it. Drawing his 
gun quickly, he spun around when he 
heard the front door of the store being 
battered down, and heavy, running 
footsteps. Men were closing in from 
the front and someone was on guard 
outside the only other exit. From the 
bold manner in which they operated, 
they obviously were police. 

The Bat waited no longer. His gun 
lanced flame and the overhead light 
crashed out. The room was plunged 
in deep darkness. Then someone 
smashed down the back door. As the 
man came through, the Black Bat scru- 
tinized him and groaned inwardly. It 
was Detective-sergeant McGrath of the 
police—McGrath who had taken an 
oath that he would bring in the Black 
Bat dead or alive. Someone had tipped 
him off. Someone who knew the Black 
Bat would visit Bishop, find him mur- 
dered, and be placed in a precarious 
position. 

McGrath had sailed through the door 
with gun ready. 

“Got you, Bat!” he gloated. “There’s 
no getting away this time. Reach high 
or I'll drill you.” 

He saw a shadowy form flit across 
the room, then take more formidable 
shape as it was etched in silhouette 
against a window. McGrath did not 
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shoot. He wanted the Black Bat alive. 
He wanted to rip that damned hood 
from his face and expose Tony Quinn. 
For McGrath would have bet his last 
dime that Tony Quinn was the Black 
Bat. 

Even McGrath’s commissioner 
laughed at that one. Tony Quinn was 
blind. How could a sightless man per- 
form the escapades attributed to the 
Black Bat? But all the arguments had 
not swayed McGrath’s stubborn con- 
viction that he was right. 

Raising his gun high, he charged. 
He brought the weapon down hard and 
his heart jumped in elation as the butt 
found a vulnerable spot. His victim 
dropped heavily and lay still. 

“Lights!” McGrath yelled. “It’s 
okay to come in, boys. Somebody get 
a bulb. The Black Bat put a bullet 
through the one in here. But I’ve got 
him! I’ve got the Black Bat this time! 
Step on it, will you? Get some lights 
in here and gather around. This is the 
night of nights!” 

Someone supplied a bulb and the 
room was flooded with light. McGrath, 
gun still held ready, for he knew how 
tricky the Black Bat could be, knelt be- 
side the hooded figure. He turned the 
limp form over, grasped the edge of the 
hood and took a long breath. The su- 
preme moment was at hand. The 
Black Bat would be revealed and Ser- 
geant McGrath could now turn his own 
brand of scorn on those who had 
scoffed at his theories. He ripped the 
hood up and over the man’s head. 

McGraw’s jaw dropped wide. He 
blinked, then deliberately closed his 
eyes for half a minute. When he 
opened them again, he saw that he had 
not been wrong in what he had thought 
he had seen. The face beneath that 
hood was the face of Bishop. The 
pawnbroker! McGrath gulped and 
swore. Bishop couldn’t be the Black 
Bat! That was out of the question. 
Yet here he was, hood and all. There 
had been only one man in the room so 
far as McGrath knew. He drew back 


his hand to slap Bishop to conscious- 
ness, but paused sharply and bent 
closer. He blurted an oath. 

“This guy is dead! He can’t be the 
Black Bat anyway!” 


YOUNG probationary patrolman 
elbowed his way forward, eager 
to be of help. 

“You're right, Sergeant! Know what 
I think? The Black Bat was in here 
and he put that hood over Bishop’s 
head and let you slug him—let you 
wrestle with a dead man while he es- 
caped through the back door. Say, 
that guy certainly is clever—” he said, 
excitedly. 

“Ya-a-ah!” McGrath yelled. Who’s 
asking for your advice? Why are you 
pack of damn fools standing around like 
a bunch of morons? Somebody call the 
coroner! Somebody get the finger- 
print boys and the Homo Squad. I 
didn’t kill this guy. He was dead when 
I slugged him. But Ill get the Black 
Bat if it takes me the rest of my life. 
He can’t get away forever—not with 
tricks like this he can’t. And I’ll find 
out who tipped me that the Bat would 
be here tonight. I’m just getting 
warmed up.” 

“Steamed up, you mean,” one patrol- 
man muttered as he turned away. But 
he was careful that McGrath did not 
hear him. 
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CHAPTER IV 
The Bat Moves In 


CGRATH had an- 
other shock half an 
hour later. When he 
returned to his squad 
car, he found a Black 
Bat sticker pasted to 
the rear view mirror. 
Gears clashed as Mc- 
Grath started away 
from the curb. It 

was bad enough to be tricked—but in 

front of a whole detail of cops! Noth- 
ing could be worse. He vowed that 
next time he even had a glimpse of the 

Black Bat, he would shoot—and shoot 

to kill. 

He cooled off considerably on his 
way back to Headquarters. It was best 
if he passed this off lightly, without be- 
traying the rage that surged in his 
heart. The desk lieutenant seemed to 
have heard the news. He snickered 
when McGrath came in. 

“Sergeant,” he said with a wide grin, 
“Commissioner Warner wants to talk 
to you.” 

“Yeah!” McGrath ground out. 
“That’s all anybody does is talk—talk, 
talk, about the Black Bat. I’m the only 
man who even tries to go out and get. 
him. What’s my reward, I ask you? 
Like a bunch of sapheads, you all laugh 
at me. Well, one of these days you'll 
laugh in the other direction because I’ll 
drag the Black Bat in here and line him 
up in front of the desk. What’s mote, 
when you book him, the name will be 
Tony Quinn!” 

McGrath swung down the corridor 
to his office. He composed his features 
before he reached for the doorknob. 
McGrath didn’t feel any too good. 
Commissioner Warner was something 
of a marvel at handing out subtle 
cracks about efficiency. McGrath was 
in for a tongue lashing and he knew it. 

Commissioner Warner was seated 
behind his desk, chewing on a cold 


cigar. His face was lined with worry 
and thought. He looked up, almost 
wearily. 


“Come in, Sergeant. Sit down. 
What happened at Bishop’s?” 

McGrath gulped. “Well, the Black 
Bat was there all right. No question 
about that. He—he shot out the lights 
and then he threw a dead man into my 
arms—Bishop, He’d put his damned 
hood on Bishop’s head and how was I 
to know it wasn’t the real Black Bat? 
Anyhow—he got away. But he’s going 
to have a hard time explaining Bishop, 
Commissioner. Somebody fed that 
crooked hock shop dealer enough poi- 
son to kill a mule. Maybe you got 
other ideas, but I think the Black Bat’s 
gone in for murder—just like I always 
said he would. Sooner or later them 
playboys who think they’re Robin 
Hoods get too gay, and what happens? 
A bump-off—and not in self defense 
either. You don’t poison a guy when 
he starts to haul off and paste you one 
on the nose.” 

Commissioner Warner nodded som- 
berly. “I’m afraid you're right, Ser- 
geant. We’ve another example of this. 
About thirty minutes ago someone dis- 
covered a man lashed to a cemetery 
fence—yes, the same burial grounds 
where the triple murder was commit- 
ted. This man has been identified as a 
cheap little crook from the Coast. He 
wore a Black Bat sticker on his fore- 
head—and a knife through his throat. 

“There was another dead man on the 
premises—shot by a forty-four caliber 
gun. The kind the Black Bat carries. 
It looks as though he’s reverted to type. 
I never thought he’d come to the point 
of lashing a man to a fence and then 
murdering him in cold blood.” 


BOUT the same time that Com- 
missioner Warner was admitting 

that perhaps Detective-sergeant Mc- 
Grath’s prophecies had turned ou to be 
true, the Black Bat had once more be- 
come Tony Quim. But not blind Tony 
Quinn, for he was at work in his white- 


tiled laboratory, preparing an appar- 
atus for use in doing a Marsh test for 
arsenic. He talked to Silk as he 
worked. 

“T can’t puzzle it out, Silk. Those 
men at the cemetery were not to watch 
for anyone who might come looking for 
clues. That means the killer who 
placed them there knew that the police, 
with all their searching, had missed 
something. I think I have that right 
here—in this envelope.” 

Silk looked into the envelope and 
grunted in surprise. 

“Hair?” he asked. 

Tony Quinn nodded. “Exactly. My 
theory is this. Dawson, the assistant 
coroner, clipped a tuft of hair from the 
body of Ralph Galvin which he had 
helped to exhume. For some reason 
we'll never know, he put this invelope 
containing that bit of hair into a clay 
flower pot and turned it upside down. 
Now the murderer would naturally ex- 
amine the corpse of Galvin, after he had 
disposed of the three living men. He’d 
notice that a tuft of hair had been re- 
moved and he’d look for it because this 
would be a vital clue for the police to 
find. When he didn’t find it he must 
have worked fast to obtain a substitute 
body and then hitie Galvin’s corpse.” 

“But hair,’ Silk protested feebly. 
“What good is that, sir? I thought 
you had to test parts of the stomach.” 

Tony Quinn smiled and shook his 
head. “Not with an arsenical poison. 
Once it goes through the system, por- 
tions are taken up by the hair roots 
and passed right into the hair itself. 
We'll soon know.” 

Silk crossed his legs and leaned back, 
looking up at the ceiling. “I’d have 
given a year’s pay to be able to see 
McGrath’s face after you tossed him 
that dead man.” 

Tony Quinn chuckled. “I didn’t see 
his face. When I realized he had me 
trapped, I removed my hood, drew it 
over Bishop’s head and held him up- 
right until McGrath came with his gun 
swinging. Then I simply ducked out 
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the door before McGrath had a glimpse 
of me. He was too busy gloating over 
his capture.” 

Quinn lighted a Bunsen burner be- 
neath the small glass retort. He 
dropped half of the hair clippings into 
a solution and attached a long glass 
tube to the retort. In a few moments 
gas was evolved. Then he touched a 
match to the end of the glass tubing 
which had been drawn out into a fine 
nozzle. Light blue flame sputtered and 
as the supply of gas was intensified, it 
became steady, burning with an almost 
colorless light. Carefully cleaning off 
a piece of porcelain, Quinn held this in 
the tiny flame and watched it grow dark 
with smudge. He shut off the appar- 
atus, 

“And there you are,” he told Silk. 
“Arsenic without the slightest doubt— 
and plenty of it. Ralph Galvin’s body 
was filled with the stuff. His stomach 
ailment may have been chronic, but 
only because somebody had been feed- 
ing him poison over a period of time.” 

“But I thought they’d tested Galvin’s 
body,” Silk began. 


UINN shook his head. ‘“Galvin’s 
body was spirited away and an- 
other corpse put in its place. No— 
don’t tell me that Galvin’s family iden- 
tified him. I’m aware of that, but— 
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veither they deliberately lied because 
they wanted to protect themselves, or 
they were forced into it. That shall be 
your job, Silk—to discover what made 
them lie.” 

Silk arose eagerly. “T’'ll begin at 
once, sir. A little disguise I used be- 
fore will do the trick. 

Quinn frowned. “It will have to be 
done cleverly, because if the Galvin 
family is menaced we can’t afford to 
risk their lives. So you do this, Silk. 
Find out what company carried the in- 
surance on Ralph Galvin. Go to his 
father and take the part of an insur- 
ance company’s investigator. Act as 
though this was just a matter of course. 
If he asks questions, tell him you work 
independently, that the company in- 
sists on getting two reports. That will 
account for any other investigator hav- 
ing beat you to it.” 

Silk headed for the secret door lead- 
ing into the study. He tensed sud- 
denly, for a crimson light began flash- 
ing. Instantly Quinn drew on his 
smoking jacket, picked up his cane and 
darted for the door. He slipped over 
to the fireplace and dropped into the 
big chair which was his accustomed 
seat. 

Silk straightened his coat and walked 
sedately to the front door. He operted 
it and was brushed aside by Police 
Commissioner Warner. The commis- 
sioner was alone, but there was an un- 
holy purpose written on his face. 

As soon as he strode into the room 
he stood before Tony Quinn, looking 
down at him in sudden embarrassment. 

“You're excited, Commissioner,” 
Quinn said softly. “What's wrong? 
Why don’t you sit down?” 

Warner crossed over to a chair and 
dropped into it. He put both hands on 
his knees and leaned forward, eyeing 
Quinn’s blank eyes sharply and telling 
himself he was an intolerable fool. 
Certainly this man was blind. Hadn’t 
a dozen doctors testified that his sight 
would never be recovered? 

“JT suppose I’m an idiot, Tony,” War- 


ner said. “I came here, all hot about 
you. Sergeant McGrath, as you know, 
insists that you are the Black Bat. 
Sometimes I’ve been inclined to think 
so too, but I’ve never permitted myself 
to dwell strongly on that point, for up 
to now the Black Bat has been of great 
help to me and my department. But 
tonight—tonight, Tony, the Black Bat 
has ruthlessly murdered three men. 
Two anyway. I’m not so sure about 
the last one. We found one of his vic- 
tims lashed to a cemetery fence. There 
was a Black Bat sticker pasted on his 
forehead and a knife in his throat.” 

Warner’s eyes narrowed as he 
snapped the last few words. If Tony 
Quinn weré the Black Bat, he would 
show excitement over this. Muscles 
would twitch, his fingers would become 
nervous and tap the arms of his chair. 
Then Warner relaxed with a sigh. 
Quinn’s facial muscles had not moved 
a hair’s breadth. His fingers rested 
lightly on the arms of the chair and 
his vacant, staring eyes looked just 
over Warner’s right shoulder. 

He spoke gently. 

“Tm sorry to hear that. Because 
Sergeant McGrath has insisted on 
maintaining that I am the Black Bat, 
I’ve naturally become interested in the 
doings of this man. However, don’t 
you think it would be a difficult task 
for a blind man to tie someone to a 
fence and then stab him to death? 
Can’t you see how impossible it would 
be for someone who had no eyes to 
commit murder or prowl around dur- 
ing the night as this Black Bat does?” 

Warner made a wry face. “Of course 
I’m wrong. I know you can’t see. I 
don’t mind admitting that in the past 
I have had a sneaking regard for the 
Black Bat and I even hoped it might 
be you, Tony. Now I’m glad this is 
quite impossible. Murder is a one- 
sided game —the police hold all the 
cards. From now on the Black Bat 
will be fired upon at sight—fired upon 
by men who will have instructions to 
kill him.” 
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Still Tony Quinn’s expression did 
“not change. 

“Too bad,” he murmured. “But, as 
you say, murder is murder. No man 
has the right to commit it—except in 
pure self defense. You're all wrought 
up, Commissioner. Those cemetery 
murders are getting you down. I can 
tell it.” 

“And why shouldn’t they?” Warner 
demanded. “An assistant D.A., an as- 
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sistant coroner and a young man of 
mighty good reputation are all slaugh- 
tered in a cemetery, with the only 
witness a corpse that they had dug up. 
What does it mean? Why did they 
exhume the body? Why were they 
murdered ? 

“The corpse showed nothing suspi- 
cious. There was no more reason for 
those three men to exhume the body 
than there was reason for their being 
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murdered. I tell you, Tony, this has 
me guessing. I can’t tie it up with 
anything. There are no loose threads, 
no pointing fingers, not even an anon- 
ymous phone call from a crank. We're 
stymied, myself and every one of my 
highly trained policemen.” 

Warner jammed on his hat. 

“T’m sorry I bothered you, Tony. 
When I’m wrong, I’m the first to admit 
it. If that fool McGrath comes around 


pestering you, throw him out.” 

Silk held the door open and after 
Warner reached his car, Silk gave a 
long-drawn-out whistle. 

“Say, it looks like something!” 

Quinn did not move. Curtains were 
raised and there was no telling who 
might be watching. Above all things, 
Tony Quinn knew he must not give 
the slightest indication that he could 
see. 
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“Tt does, Silk,” he said. “That little 
crook Joe Hudson was alive when I 
left him lashed to the fence. I did 
paste the sticker between his eyes, to 
let the world know that the Black Bat 
was taking a hand. But I didn’t kill 
him. The man who hired Hudson and 
his killer pal must have reached the 
cemetery after I left, found Joe Hud- 
son helpless and murdered him, know- 
ing the blame would be placed on the 
Black Bat. He learned from Hudson 
that I was headed for Bishop’s and he 
beat me to it. This means we’ve got 
to get the wheels going, Silk. We 
must work fast. And very, very care- 
fully —for our friend Sergeant Mc- 
Grath will be watching us.” 

“Hadn’t I better warn Butch and 
Carol?” Silk queried. “Just to put ’em 
on guard.” 

Quinn nodded. “And to prepare 
them for action. Slip out the tunnel 
and see Butch personally. This phone 
may be tapped. Have him tell Carol, 
and be sure you aren’t observed. When 
you come back, I’ll have a plan formu- 
lated.” 

Silk disappeared through the secret 
door. Tony Quinn sat back, letting 
his head rest against the back of the 
chair. His eyes were wide open and 
starkly blank, but his mind was pound- 
ing home facts, registering little de- 
tails and storing them up for the future. 


CHAPTER V 
Silk Meets Danger 


F ONE thing Tony 
was sure. What 
Warner and his po- 
lice department 
thought to be only 
a series of baffling 
murders was in real- 
ity but the beginning 
of more trouble. 

. There would be ram- 

ifications to reach into the depths of 

the underworld represented by such 


characters as the murdered Joe Hud- 
son, his pal Dorkey, and Bishop, the 
pawnbroker. 

The tentacles of this crime series 
would lift upward into another world 
where men and women like Ralph 
Galvin and his highly respected family 
moved. And over it all would lord a 
cunning, vicious beast to whom human 
life was as nothing. A clever being, 
quick to turn the misfortunes of others 
to his own benefit. When his hireling 
had been overpowered by the Black 
Bat, he had thought fast enough to pin 
murder on the shoulders of the night 
marauder. Quinn was beginning to 
acquire a certain reluctant respect for 
this man. 

His agile mind began planning, lin- 
ing up what he already knew with 
probabilities. It would be necessary to 
use all his forces in this game of life 
and death. Silk would be a natural 
to investigate the Galvin family. He 
had the poise and smoothness to deal 
with people of that kind. 

Quinn thought then of Butch 
O’Leary, a man mountain of strength 
and weight. A slow thinker perhaps, 
but a vast menace when he got rolling. 

Then there was Carol, in all her 
loveliness; Carol who had entered his 
life so mysteriously and given him back 
his sight. Quinn’s mind went over the 
past, slipping easily into it. At Carol’s 
request he had gone secretly to a small 
Mid-western town where a country 
doctor had performed an operation 
that the greatest surgeons in the world 
had refused to try. Carol’s father had 
been a police officer. He had been shot 
in the back and in the head and was 
a blind paralytic, slowly wasting away. 

It had been Carol’s father who had 
donated portions of his blind, but 
healthy, eyes so that Tony Quinn 
might see again. The bullet that had 
smashed into his brain had severed 
optic nerves, but though the eyes could 
no longer see, they were intact. By 
some strange freak of Nature those 
eyes, parts of which were grafted to 
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Quinn’s eyes, gave Quinn the power 
to see in darkness as readily as in day- 
light. There was no accounting for 
this phenomenon except that it might 
have been Nature’s method of repay- 
ing Quinn for the months of blindness 
that he had endured. 

Then Carol’s father had died and she 
had come to demand that Quinn allow 
her to take part in his campaign against 
crime. Her quick wit made her a val- 
uable ally and between the two a warm 
friendship was ripening into love. 

Those three knew that Tony Quinn 
was not blind and that he had become 
the Black Bat. They would carry that 
secret to their graves. 


HEN Silk climbed out of a rent- 

ed car about mid-morning the 
next day, those who knew him would 
never have recognized him. The quiet, 
thin servant of Tony Quinn had be- 
come a red-cheeked, loudly dressed in- 
dividual. He strode up the sidewalk to 
the big mansion of the Galvin family 
and kept his finger on the door buzzer 
until a pretty girl admitted him. 

“From the insurance company,” he 
told her. “I’d like to see the whole 
family. It’s very important.” 

A man with white hair and worried, 
tired eyes came out of a room. Silk 
recognized him instantly. This was 
Peter Galvin, retired banker and the 
father of Ralph. Peter Galvin mo- 
tioned the girl away. 

“You are from the insurance com- 
pany?” he said to Silk incredulously. 
“But I thought everything was already 
agreed upon. Your man, who saw me 
yesterday afternoon, assured me that 
there would be no more delay in pay- 
ing the policy.” 

“Double check, Mister,” Silk said 
with the air of a man who didn’t like 
to be contradicted. “I’ve got to see 
every member of your family—all of 
them.” 

Peter Galvin nodded somberly, mo- 
tioned Silk into a huge living room, 
then summoned the other members of 
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the family. They arrived one by one 
and Silk, apparently engrossed in 
studying a file of papers, eyed them 
individually. There were four — Gal- 
vin’s wife, her mother, Galvin’s young- 
est son and a daughter still in her 
teens, the pretty girl who had opened 
the door. 

“Ts this all of you?” Silk asked sud- 
denly. “I thought—” 

Galvin sat down fearily. 

“T can’t see why all this fuss is nec- 
essary,” he complained. “My daughter 
Elaine isn’t here. She—she couldn’t 
stand all the publicity and went to her 
aunt’s for a rest. Now what is it you 
wish?” 

“Wait a minute,” 
lowed. 

Silk looked around. In the doorway 
stood a beetle-browed, narrow-eyed 
man. He was well dressed, but it took 
more than clothes to distinguish him 
from the underworld to which he ob- 
viously belonged. He had one hand 
deep in his coat pocket and Silk sensed 
that a gun was trained on him. 

“Just who is this guy?” the man in 
the doorway demanded. “Before we 
tell him anything. I’m calling the in- 
surance company. I think we got a 
crook on our hands. Galvin, phone the 
company and be damned quick about 
it” 

Galvin sprang to obey and the way 
he acted made Silk think that he and 
his family were utterly dominated by 
this black-browed thug. Tony Quinn’s 
reasoning seemed to be working out. 

Galvin returned in a few moments, 
white and shaken. 

“Th-the insurance company tells me 
that they have no representative of this 
man’s description and that they are 
prepared to mail me a check for two 
hundred and fifty thousand dollars 
today. He—he must be a fraud.” 

“Yeah, that’s what I figured,” the 
burly man snarled. “Listen, you—I’m 
Galvin’s secretary, see? My name is 
Collins and what's your? The right 
one, I mean.’ 


a man’s voice bel- 
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Silk only crossed his legs and leaned 
back in his chair. Because he could 
think of nothing to say, he wisely kept 
his mouth shut. If Collins hadn’t 
gripped a gun, Silk might have made a 
dash for the door. That was hopeless. 
He would be cut down with a bullet 
before he took a dozen steps, 


E HAD failed the Black Bat. The 
only thing to do now was remain 
quiet, refuse to disclose his purpose in 
coming to this house, and pray that his 
disguise would not be penetrated. 

“So you’re dumb, huh?” Collins 
snarled. “Well maybe you'll open up 
to the cops. Stand up, wise guy, and 
elevate your mitts. Hold ’em just like 
that while I give you a frisk.” 

Collins found no gun. He sifted 
through the blank pieces of paper in 
the brief case that Silk carried and 
hurled them on the floor. Then he 
jabbed Silk with his gun, marched him 
into the hallway and picked up the 
phone. He dialed a number. 

“This is the Galvin residence,” he 
said. “There’s a phony here who says 
he’s from the insurance company, 
which is a lie. Send a couple of boys 
down to pick him up, and make it 
snappy.” 

Peter Galvin moved nervously to 
Collins’ side. 

“Don’t you think we might handle 
this without the police?” he asked, and 
his voice trembled slightly. 

Collins showed his teeth in a wolfish 

grin. 
“T'm taking charge of this rat. You 
keep out of it. He’s a fake and the cops 
can take care of him. What are you 
trying to do—protect him? Is he a pal 
of yours?” 

“TI never saw him before in my 
life,” Peter Galvin quavered. “I swear 
it 1”? 

“Then shut up,” Collins barked. 

Silk leaned indolently against the 
wall and smiled slowly. 

“For a secretary, Collins,” he 
drawled, “you show doggone little re- 
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spect for your employer. If I were Mr. 
Galvin, I'd push your teeth right down 
into your mouth and fire you without 
pay.” 

Collins stepped close, which was ex- 
actly what Silk had hoped for. A man 
of his ilk would try to gun whip his 
victim as the worst possible kind of 
punishment his warped brain could 
conceive. Collins had just that idea in 
mind. But as he raised his gun, Silk 
suddenly lost the indolent attitude he 
had assumed. He went into a crouch 
and smashed home a savage punch to 
the midriff. 

Collins howled in pain, brought the 
gun down, but only succeeded in crash- 
ing it against Silk’s shoulder. Silk 
grinned slightly, brought over a short 
right hook and drove Collins’ nose 
awry. Blood spurted from it and Col- 
lins reeled back. He tried to raise the 
gun, but Silk was much too fast for 
that. He seized the gun hand and gave 
the wrist a hard twist. The gun landed 
on the floor. 

From the living room came the 
screams of the three women. Peter 
Galvin was backing up, hope shining in 
his eyes. Then Collins, sensing that 
this human tornado was getting the 
best of him, clipped off orders. 

“Galvin, conk him with something! 
Bean him with a chair. Do it, or you 
know what’ll—” 

He did not get much further for Silk 
brought his jaws together in a teeth- 
grinding blow. Collins roared and 


- lunged for Silk, who sidestepped easily. 


He was not paying much attention to 
Galvin. The older man was just as 
much menaced by Collins as Silk. He 
should welcome_this battle and the 
overpowering of the thug. 

But Collins’ words had had a strange 
effect on Galvin. He had turned pale 
and wild-eyed. Suddenly he picked up 
a chair, raised it and brought it down 
on Silk’s skull. Silk collapsed to his 
knees. Collins, though half groggy, 
was quick to take advantage. His cow- 
ardly kick clipped Silk just under the 
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jaw. Silk keeled over and lay still. ... 

He awoke in a moving car, but when 
he opened his eyes, only darkness met 
his stare. He almost screamed, think- 
ing he had gone blind. Then he realized 
that he was enveloped in some kind of 
heavy canvas sack. Barely enough air 
was seeping through to keep life in him. 


E REALIZED that to struggle 

now would only bring about 
quick retaliation from his captor—or 
captors. So Silk wisely decided to play 
possum. Sooner or later something 
would happen to give him a break and 
then, too, he doubted that Tony Quinn 
would have let him follow out this 
scheme without some kind of protec- 
tion. 

Silk estimated that the car was 
driven along for about thirty minutes 
after he regained consciousness, but 
that meant nothing for he had no idea 
how long he had been out nor in what 
direction he was being taken. He could 
hear mumbling voices, but the envelop- 
ing sack prevented him from discern- 
ing any words. 

Finally the car stopped and he was 
hauled out, sack and all. Two men, 
apparently, dragged him over the 
ground and bumped him up three or 
four steps. A door slammed and there 
were more voices. Then the sack was 
opened and draped down over Silk’s 
shoulders in such a way that he was as 
much a prisoner as if steel cables bound 
him. 

He blinked in the light and glanced 
around. He was in some kind of big 
house that was well furnished. Four 
men stood before him, gazing down and 
grinning broadly, but not in mirth. 
Their harsh faces showed only a sadis- 
tic gloating. 

One of them was a scrawny, ungainly 
type with loose fitting clothes and a 
hatchetlike face. He seemed to be in 
command. 

“T guess,” he decided, “we'd better 
turn this baby over to Gringo Joe, eh, 
boys? Gringo can make anything talk 


from a tree to a mummy. Cart him 


-down cellar.” 


CHAPTER VI 
A Trap for the Bat 


ILK was yanked to 
his feet and dragged 
across the room to a 
small, narrow door. 
One of the men 
opened it and a steep 
flight of steel stairs 
was revealed. Silk 
was propped up at 
the head of the steps 
and given a violent shove. He rolled 
down ‘the stairs, bruising himself badly 
with every turn. He heard the door 
above slam shut and panerany laughter 
from behind it. 

Silk sat up slowly and started to peel 
off the strangling sack. He looked 
around the room and saw a long white 
table against one wall. Then his gaze 
traveled to the left and his muscles 
suddenly froze. A man was seated in 
a straight-backed chair that was tipped 
until it slanted against the wall. A 
man? To Silk he seemed more like 


some monstrosity out of the past. 


He was huge and had primitive fea- 
tures. His eyes were piggish and defi- 
nitely pink. His lips were fat and ugly. 
He had arms that were covered with as 
much hair as an ape’s. His waist was 
narrow, his chest barrel-like. Here was 
a man possed of an unbelievable brute 
streength and a tiny brain that prob- 
ably would function in a bestial man- 
ner to match his appearance. 

Silk struggled out of the sack and 
stood up weakly. He was still reeling 
from the effects of that fall and his head 
felt as though a ton weight had dropped 
upon it. 

The brute rocked his chair forward 
until it creaked under his weight. He 
raised one hand and crooked his finger. 

“So I have a nice fresh customer, eh? 
Come here, my little one. Come closer 
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so that I may see just how tough you 
are.” 

Silk doubled his fists, puny things 
against a monster such as he now 
faced. - 

But Silk had rare courage. There 
was no element of fear in his makeup. 
Yet he knew that little beads of sweat 
were standing out on his forehead. 
This man reeked of a horrible menace. 

The brute sniffed in contempt. 

“Thin and scrawny,” he decided. 
“Now turn around and look at that 
table. Look, I say, or shall I take out 
your eyes and bring them over there?” 

He arose as his voice became a bull- 
ish roar. Silk turned his head. On the 
table were various wooden forms and 
some tools. They meant nothing to 
him. 

The brute drew closer and suddenly 
one huge paw flicked out. It closed 
around Silk’s throat and lifted him as 
if he were nothing but a small rag doll. 
- Like an automaton, the beast carried 
Silk over to the table and set him 
down. 

“That long box”—he pointed to the 
object—“is my own little invention. 
You put the arm in it, full length. 
Then I pull the box apart maybe three 
or four inches. Next I take the steel 
hammer and bring it down. The bone 
breaks like a matchstick, you under- 
stand? The longer box is for the leg. 
I can break it in five places so you will 
never walk again. 

“Now look at that steel box at the 
end of the table. It is large enough 
for you, no? If you are put into it, with 
the metal door closed and then little 
hammers banged on the outside, just 
above your ears, you will go mad 
within three hours. You will be a nerv- 
ous wreck, fit only for a hospital. Now 
do you begin to understand why you 
should tell me everything?” 

Silk tensed and prepared to spring on 
this giant. He knew how futile his 
strength was, but anything was better 
than submitting to these medieval 
forms of torture. 


UDDENLY he crouched and drove 
the most powerful blow he was ca- 
pable of into the pit of the big man’s 
stomach. His fist hit what seemed to 
Silk like a panel of steel. It drew only 
a loud howl of derision from the mon- 
ster. Silk felt himself seized in a vise- 
like grip. He was lifted off his feet and 
swung up on that bench. One arm was 
forced into the long, boxlike affair and 
strapped there. The giant held him 
down with one hand and picked up a 
hammer. 

*T shall break it just above the wrist 
first,’ he announced gleefully. “It 
hurts the most there. Then if you do 
not talk, I shall break it again—and 
again until there is no arm left. But 
perhaps the tongue—now it wags a lit- 
tle bit, eh?” 

Silk gritted his teeth and closed his 
eyes. It was too late now for the Black 
Bat to intervene. And even if he came, 
what could he do against this mon- 
strosity? It was better, Silk decided, 
that he should die than have the Bat 
appear. 

The hammer came down in a testing 
blow, but it brought a spasm of agony 
to Silk. He bit his lower lip until the 
blood ran. Over and over again in his 
mind pounded the thought that he must 


not talk. No matter what happened, he 


must not give way! 
ee ee 

In Peter Galvin’s big house, Collins 
slammed the front door shut with a 
grunt of satisfaction. Silk had been 
carried out and thrown into the back 
seat of a sedan that was now pulling 
away from the curb. 

Peter Galvin touched Collins’ arm. 

“J—I don’t like this. Those men 
didn’t look like detectives and that 
wasn’t a police car. What are you up 
to?” 

Collins sneered and struck the older 
man across the face with the flat of his 
hand. Then he snorted in contempt 
and walked up the stairs. At the top 
he turned around. 

“You mind your own Sagacll and 
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stay healthy,” he snarled. “Then some- 
body else will stay healthy too, get me? 
And stop that blubbering or I’ll knock 
you stiff.” 

He set his jaw aggressively and 
swaggered down the hallway to his 
room, This was the life Collins en- 
joyed—bossing around a millionaire 


“You’re covered!” a girl’s voice cried. “Drop 


that gun!” (Chapter IX) 


and his whole family. Telling them 
where to get off. And they would be- 
have. Collins knew that. 

He opened the door of his room, mut- 
tering about fools who stuck their 
heads into a trap. As he turned around, 
his mutterings ceased and were re- 
placed by a long-drawn-out gasp. A 
man was seated in a chair near the bed. 
He was tall, well built and completely 
encased in black. The hood over his 


head flared out below the shoulders un- 
til it looked like the ribbed wings of a 
bird. 

“The Black Bat!” 

Collins managed to get out those two 
words. Then his hand started toward 
his pocket. 

“T wouldn’t do that, Collins,” the Bat 
said quietly. “Not unless you believe 
suicide would be preferable to a long 
term in prison—or possibly the electric 
chair.” 

Collins gulped and stared at the auto- 
matic resting lightly against the Black 
Bat’s thigh. He raised one hand and 
nervously massaged his throat. 


ee OU —you’re in the wrong 

: house. This is Peter Galvin’s 
house. I—I’m his secretary. I—I—” 

“Be quiet,” the Black Bat said. “And 
don’t make me laugh. Secretary, did 
you say?) Why man, you couldn’t com- 
pete with a two-year-old child in a spell- 
ing bee. But you can talk a little. Sup- 
posing you tell me just where your two 
good friends took that insurance inves- 
tigator.” 

“They weren’t pals of mine,” Collins 
mumbled, “They—they were cops. 
That insurance guy was a fake. 
acy Sees 

“Where did they take him?” the 
Black Bat went on relentlessly. “And 
while you’re at it you might also tell 
me on whose payroll you happen to be. 
Don’t say Peter Galvin’s. You’re here 
only to see that he and his family stay 
in line. I want the truth.” 

Collins sat down weakly and rubbed 
his hands. The weight of the gun in 
his pocket gave him no confidence at 
all. This was the Black Bat who faced 
him; the Black Bat who could shoot 
faster than any man and outthink any 
clever brain. 

Collins’ eyes flashed around, looking 
for an avenue of escape. He saw the 
window open behind the bed. That 
was how the Bat had gained entrance, 
Collins estimated his chances of taking 
a long jump and a header out the win- 
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dow. It was only eight feet to the 
ground; the rear of the estate rose up 
high, 

“T asked you a question,” the Black 
Bat reminded him. 

“T don’t know what you’re talking 
about. Honest, I—I just work here. 
Listen, I ain’t no crook. I’m on the 
level, I tell you. Ask Galvin. He'll 
say the same thing.” 

“Galvin would say any words you 
put into his mouth,” the Black Bat 
countered stonily. “You hold some 
cudgel over his head. Ill ask you 
about that later. Right now—where is 
that insurance investigator?” 

The Black Bat’s gun came up and 
centered on Collins’ chest. The crook 
shivered, for those glittering eyes from 
behind the mask spelled sudden death. 

“T can’t tell you just where they took 
him,” He licked his lips as he spoke. 
“But I—I got a road map marked out 
in case I wanted to go there too. It’s 
in the pocket of my other suit, in the 
clothes closet.” 

Collins could not see the twist of the 
Black Bat’s lips. All he was concerned 
about was that the Black Bat was fall- 
ing for what he was saying. Falling 
hard. Collins suddenly acquired a new 
regard for his own quick wits. 

The Black Bat walked up to Collins, 
took the gun from his pocket and 
searched him for sleeve or leg weapons. 
Then he walked over to the closet, 
opened the door and stepped inside. 

Like a flash Collins was out of the 
chair. He slammed the closet door 
shut, heard the spring lock snap, and 
went out the window as though a ghost 
was on his tail. He landed in a clump 
of bushes, tore his clothing and his 
flesh, but got up instantly, raced to the 
garage at the rear of the house and 
climbed into a fast roadster. He shot 
out of the driveway, turned right and 
gave her the gun. 

Collins didn’t see another car start 
away from the curb, a block north of 
Galvin’s house. He only felt a sense of 
relief he had never experienced before. 


“Tf I had had a roscoe, I’d a gunned 
the Black Bat out,” he told himself. 
“That guy ain’t so clever—falling for 
an old gag like that.” 


HE pursuing car kept a good dis- 

tance back, but right on the trail. 
The man behind the wheel was a huge 
individual with a bent nose and a de- 
cidedly cauliflower ear. His hands 
were miniature hams, with fingers ab- 
normally thick. Butch O’Leary was © 
just as powerful as he looked. Slow- 
witted perhaps, but tenacious. Noth- 
ing short of a serious accident would 
stop him from following Collins. 

But Collins suddenly sensed the pres- 
ence of a trailer. By glancing in the 
rear, view mirror he saw the coupé 
turn when he did, speed up as he 
stepped on the gas, and slow when he 
decided to take things easy. Collins 
gulped and a wave of fear crept up over 
him. 

Maybe this was the Black Bat! But 
no—how could that be? The Black 
Bat was still locked in that closet, un- 
less he had smashed down the door and 
that would have attracted Galvin and 
his family. 

Collins decided to make absolutely 
certain that he was being followed. At 
the next corner he swung right, made 
a similar turn at the following street 
intersection and did a complete loop 
around the block. The pursuing car 
was right behind him. 

Collins headed out on the highway 
again and brought his foot down to the 
floorboard. He left the pursuing car 
far behind and with a flourish he leaned 
on the horn and shot by another car— 
a sedan—doing about fifty-five. As he 
whizzed by, he had a glimpse of the 
driver—a decidedly pretty girl. 


CHAPTER VII 
Swing to Action 


as FTER a couple of 
miles Collins eased 


a run-in with a mo- 
torcycle cop, for then 
that coupé might 
catch up with him. 
He noticed that the 
sedan with the girl 
driver hung in the 
distance, but ‘Collins paid no attention 
to her. 

He would have if it had been possi- 
ble for him to watch that girl. She 
held the trail easily, having taken over 
when Butch was discovered. The 
Black Bat left few things to chance. 
He wanted Collins to rush to the hide- 
out and he wanted him trailed. There- 
fore, if Collins suspected he was being 
trailed he might not go to his original 
destination, so Carol Baldwin had 
been following well behind Butch. 
When Collins made his several turns 
around a block, she knew what he was 
up to and stepped on the gas to race 
well ahead of him. 

Butch dropped back and let Carol 
take over then. 

Collins suddenly slowed and turned 
into the driveway leading to a large 
house that was the main part of a big 
country estate. He stopped beneath a 
portico, shut off the motor and got out. 
He saw the girl’s sedan whizz by, but 
thought nothing more of her. 

Inside, he gave a brief version of 
what had happened to the gaunt leader 
of this wolf pack. 

“What could I do?” Collins spread 
his hands in a gesture of resignation. 
“He had the drop on me. Then he took 
my roscoe. I shoved him in the closet, 
locked the door and jumped out of the 
window. What’s he able to do any- 
way? Notathing. If he puts the pres- 
sure on Galvin, the old fool won’t talk. 
Not so long as we got the kid safe. 


THE BLACK BAT STRIKES AGAIN = 37 


Say, that fake insurance investigator 
showed up okay, didn’t he?” 

The gaunt man nodded. 

“He’s down in the cellar—keeping 
Gringo company. In a few minutes 
he’ll start talking. I think he’s a po- 
lice spy.” 

“Sure he is,” Collins agreed. “Only 
the Black Bat was worried about him. 
But that’s nothing. The Black Bat 
works right in with the cops, don’t he? 
We'll know soon as Gringo does his 
stuff.” 

“Yeah,” the gaunt man said, “but 
just to be sure, Pll put a couple of boys 
outside to watch. I hope the Black 
Bat does find this place Gringo would 
make a dead birdie out of him in about 
five minutes. Now I got to make a re- 
port. You take over.” 

“Okay, Antal.” Collins used the 
gaunt man’s name for the first time. 
“Nobody will be snooping around 
when I get through.” 

Antal walked upstairs, entered a 
room and locked the door. He went 
over to a dictaphone machine, sat down 
and adjusted a record. Then he picked 
up the mouthpiece and spoke in a mon- 
otone. This is what was recorded: 


Everything is going just as we planned. 
There has been a slight interruption from- 
the Black Bat, but he has been thrown off 
the trail. Galvin gets the check in the morn- 
ing. He will cash it and turn the sum over 
to us. SS we shall dispose of his daughter 
and tell him she is still being held so he 
won’t talk to the police. A false insurance 
investigator appested at Galvin’s and Collins 
captured him. He is now in the hands of 
Gringo and when he talks, I shall report his 
story by the usual means. May I compli- 
ment you on that scheme for throwing the 
blame on the Black Bat? It has worked out 
so well that the police have issued orders that 
the Black Bat is to be shot on sight. We 
must hope that he will be, for he is the only 
man I fear. I shall await your further orders 
by the usual methods and there is certainly 
nothing to worry about at the moment. 
Within three months, at the most, we shall 
clean up to the tune of several millions of 
dollars. 


Antal shut off the machine, slipped 
the record off the rotator and carried 
it into another and smaller room. He 
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remained in there for about twenty 
minutes. Then he came out with a 
neatly wrapped package, addressed and 
properly stamped. 

He summoned one of the men, hand- 
ed him the package and issued brief or- 
ders. 

“Take the car Collins drove here in. 
Drive to the city and mail this from the 
Central Post Office. Return the mo- 
ment you have finished.” 

The messenger took the package 
without comment. He had done this 
same thing many times before. Each 
time he examined the wrapper and no- 
ticed that it was carefully sealed, so he 
stemmed his curiosity and never tried 


to find out what was inside. .. . 
*x * * 


HE Black Bat, locked in the closet, 

remained there for about three 
minutes after Collins made his escape. 
Then he merely reached down and 
turned the latch. Collins had not re- 
membered that most clothes closets 
equipped with spring locks can be se- 
cured from the outside, but opened 
from within without the use of a key. 

Gun in hand, the Black Bat went out 
of the room-and down the stairs to the 
first floor. He heard women sobbing 
and the steady beat of a man’s feet as 
he nervously paced the floor. The 
Black Bat stepped into the room, gun 
lowered, and his other hand gesturing 
for silence. 

“There is nothing to be afraid of,” 
he said in a soothing voice. “Sit down, 
Mr. Galvin. There are a few details I 
must know.” 

“But Collins?” Galvin gasped. “He 
—he ... That mask. I don’t know—” 

“Collins is gone and he won’t be 
back.” The Black Bat laughed softly. 
“Furthermore I’m betting that he is 
burning up the highway between here 
and the place where they have your 
daughter held prisoner.” 

“How did you know she was a pris- 
oner?” Galvin cried and arose half an- 
grily. “If this is some kind of a joke, 


if you’re a member of this damned out- 
fit that’s been bleeding me, torturing 
my wife and family, I—I’ll stand for no 
more of it, I tell you. I refuse to—” 

“Hush, Peter,” Mrs. Galvin said. 
“This man may wear a mask, but I 
think he means to help us.” She turned 
to face the Bat. “There is no use in hold- 
ing anything back. Yes, they have my 
daughter Elaine a prisoner somewhere. 
They threaten to murder her unless we 
obey them. Ralph died, a week ago. 
He died suddenly, but for several 
weeks before he had suffered from 
stomach pains. The doctor signed the 
death certificate that death resulted 
from a chronic stomach condition— 
gastric ulcers.” 

The Black Bat pulled out a chair and 
straddled it. He placed his gun on a 
small table and motioned toward it. 

“T am trying to help you—all of you. 
I know the trouble you are in, but I’m 
certain we can remedy these condi- 
tions. My gun is at your service if you 
wish to turn me over to the police.” 

Peter Galvin waved thoughts of the 
gun aside. : : 

“No—I’m ready to talk. I couldn’t 
stand much more of this suspense any- 
way. I think that my son Ralph was 
murdered. After his death, we discov- 
ered that he had taken out an insur- 
ance policy five months ago and named 
me the beneficiary. It was for two 
hundred and fifty thousand dollars— 
and incontestable. Then this man Col- 
lins came and told us that my daughter 
Elaine had not reached her aunt’s and 
that she was a prisoner. Unless I 
obeyed orders, he said, she would be 
murdered. The first order was for me 
to hire this scoundrel Collins as my 
secretary.” 

“And Collins then forced you to go 
to the morgue and identify the body of 
the man found in the cemetery, as your 
son, Yet it wasn’t. That man was a 
stranger to you, wasn’t he?” 

Galvin lowered his gaze to the rug. 

“Yes, It was the most despicable 
thing I’ve ever done. But what choice 
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did I have? There is Elaine—in dan- 
ger every moment. I had to do it.” 


HE Black Bat nodded his masked 

head. The phone rang and Galvin 
started for it, but the Bat signaled that 
the call was for him. He answered 
and a girl’s voice talked briefly. 

“Butch dropped back and is return- 
ing for you. They have a place on 
Route Eleven. Watch for telephone 
pole numbered eight-nine-seven-two- 
one-three. Check your speedometer 
and the house is just three-tenths of a 
mile further on. It’s pretty well hid- 
den from the road. No signs of Silk.” 

“Thank you,” the Black Bat said 
quietly and hung up. 

He could not talk to Carol with the 
Galvin family within earshot. He re- 
turned to the living room and offered 
them no explanations. 

“Be assured,” he told Mrs. Galvin, 
“that your daughter is still alive. Until 
that insurance check is paid over to 
Collins, they wouldn’t dare murder her. 
And if you wish to aid me in effecting 
her rescue, please do not consult the 
police nor anyone else. Not even your 
attorney. At the moment I’m rather 
badly wanted through something that 
is no fault of my own. I’m the Black 
Bat.” 

He heard the chorus of gasps and 
stniled behind his mask. These people, 
living a quiet decent life, would not 
have heard of the Black Bat frequently. 
The police were far from being en- 
thused about publicity of that sort. 

The Black Bat picked up his gun, 
stuffed it into a holster and made his 
way to the rear door of the house. He 
stepped out into the semi-darkness of 
late afternoon and within half a minute 
a car shot into the driveway. The door 
opened and the Black Bat got in be- 
side Butch. 

Butch backed out of the drive again 
and pointed in the direction toward 
which Collins had fled. 

“He was a smart guy,” Butch said. 
“He spotted me and I’m good at tailin’. 


But Carol was behind me and she shot 
ahead. Collins zipped right by her and 
never tumbled. She called, huh?” 

“She called,” the Black Bat said. 
“There is no time to be lost, but don’t 
exceed the speed laws. If we were 
stopped, the delay would be much 
greater than that involved by taking 
our time. Sjlk is in that place, Butch. 
I’m afraid they may be working over 
him, trying to make him talk.” 

“They won't,” Butch declared confi- 
dently. “Not Silk. Y’know I like him. 
He’s a little guy and he can’t fight no- 
how, but just the same there’s some- 
thin’ under his skull. And he’s right— 
every way. If they hurt him, I'll bust 
a few heads, I will, and no foolin’. Say, 
boss, what’s it all about? You know 
yet?” 

The Black Bat had donned his floppy- — 
brimmed hat which concealed the mask 
over his head. The advancing darkness 
aided him also and he felt reasonably 
safe. 

“Tm not sure,” he told Butch. “So 
far it’s a plot to cheat an insurance 
company, Anyway I’m only interested 
in saving Silk now, Silk and a girl who 
will probably be held a prisoner in the 
same place. Slow up—drive closer to 
the telephone poles so I can see the 
numbers.” 

Half a mile further down the high- 
way, the Black Bat ordered Butch to 
head into a lane lined with overhang- 
ing branches, where the car would be 
well hidden. He got out, removed the 
wide-brimmed hat and motioned Butch 
to follow. The darkness was intense 
now, but that only aided the Black Bat, 
for there was no darkness to his eyes. 


E SAW the big house, nestled in 

the middle of a grove of high 
pines. Then the Black Bat signaled 
Butch to drop flat. A man with a rifle 
across one arm was slowly pacing the 
outer edge of the spacious lawn. The 
Black Bat’s hand rested on Butch’s arm 
for a moment and his lips barely moved 
as he whispered: 
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“Stay right here! Ill draw him this 
way and leave the rest to you. Don’t 
let him make a squawk.” 
Butch nodded eagerly and massaged 
his big hands. The Black Bat slipped 
away into the darkness until he 
crouched just behind a bush along the 
beat which the guard pacéd. As the 
man sauntered by, the Black Bat made 
a sibilant sound through his teeth. The 
guard spun around, 
“Yeah?” he asked hoarsely. “Is that 
you, Trip? What’s up?” 
He received no answer. Gun under 
his arm, finger tight against the trigger, 
the guard began reconnoitering. He 
did not want to give an alarm—just in 
case he was wrong. Antal had not 
been too good-natured of late. 
The guard thought he heard a rus- 
tling in the brush to his left. He 
turned toward the sound. Something 
huge and ghostly rose up behind him. 
_ An arm curled around his neck, throt- 
tling him, while another hand gripped 
his gun hand with such force that he 
was unable to pull the trigger. 
Gradually the guard’s struggles 

ceased and he lapsed into unconscious- 
ness. Butch grunted, laid him down 
gently and proceeded to tie and gag 
him. This done, he looked for the 
Black Bat, but there was no sign of the 
man he worked for. 

_ Butch knew his orders in a case of 
this kind. He squatted and waited. 


CHAPTER VIII 


Ruse Against Ruse 


IRCLING the house, 
the Black Bat spot- 
ted the second guard. 
This man was wary 
and not to be drawn 
into any trap. Nerv- 
ous, too, for he had 
not seen his fellow 
guard at the front of 
the house. 

The Black Bat suddenly stood erect 


and started to leap toward the man. 
But a bit of dry wood crackled under 
foot. The guard spun, gun spitting a 
hail of death. The Black Bat dropped 
instantly and the bullets snarled over 
his head. 

Then another shadowy form loomed 
out of the darkness. It was Butch, 
drawn to the spot by the gunfire. He 
landed on top of the guard, knocking 
him flat, and wrenched the rifle from 
his grasp. He measured him with a 
short right and sent him reeling into 
the brush. 

But now men were streaming out of 
the house, all well armed with guns and 
flashlights. The guard yelled to indi- 
cate his direction and then did a stupid 
thing. He charged Butch. The guard 
figured on getting in one savage kick 
to the belly. Fair tactics were no part 
of his career. His left foot shot up- 
ward. Butch swayed aside, reached 
down and seized the leg. He lifted the 
man, spun him in a grotesque adagio 
dance and then let his head smash 
against a tree trunk. 

Someone fired and Butch ducked out 
of sight. He made tracks for the denser 
undergrowth of the forest behind the 
house, but pursuit was close at his 
heels. He lost his pursuers, after a few 
moments, and paused to glance back. 
He saw a barely distinguishable form 
climbing a porch pillar. It was the 
Black Bat. While the occupants of the 
house were busy trying to locate the 
prowler, he had taken advantage of 
their excitement and found a way into 
the house. 

When he reached the porch roof, he 
flattened himself against the side of the 
building and sidestepped to a window. 
It was partially ajar and a moment 
later he had slipped into a bedroom. 

The estate outside was agleam with 
lights as the searchers tried to track 
down Butch. They had discovered one 
guard at the foot of a tree, possibly 
with a fractured skull. They spread 
out, intent on making a wide search. 
Two men were sent to the highway to 


i 


MSS on ty 


Antal pointed his gun down toward the man on the bed (Chapier XIV) 


watch for the culprit. 

The Black Bat grinned behind his 
mask, If one of these men found 
Butch, it would be to his own sorrow. 
Butch was a past master at the art of 
lying in wait and leaping with a sud- 
denness that brooked no defense. 

The Black Bat opened a door slowly. 
A muffled, harsh voice reached his ears 
and he headed toward the source of it. 
He listened at one door and a few 
words were distinguishable. 

“—and you will administer the lethal 
dose tomorrow. Two days later have 
one of your women present herself to 
the insurance company as the benefi- 
ciary. There will be no delay in pay- 
ing the benefits of the policy. Then 
that woman—disposed of in—usual 
manner, No—” 


The Black Bat flicked down the 
safety of his gun, turned the knob 
slowly and hurled the door wide. “He 
leaped through it, gun ready. But 
there was no one in the room and that 
mechanical voice had ceased. But a 
steady buzzing sound reached his ears. 
He saw a compact play-back machine 
with its record still spinning. The Bat 
moved toward it. 

Then the lights went out and a sec- 
ond later a door opened a crack. A 
jagged streak of orange flame followed 
in the wake of a bullet meant for the 
Black Bat’s heart. 


UT by plunging the house in dark- 
ness, the intended killer had prac- 
tically done the Black Bat a favor. For 
the killer was now himself handicapped 
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by lack of light, while the Black Bat 
could see just as well. 

The Black Bat’s gun blasted twice. 
He heard a groan, then the sound of 
some one falling heavily. An ordinary 
man might have rushed toward that 
door, opened it and observed the re- 
sults of his accurate shooting. The 
Black Bat was not an ordinary man. 
He merely tiptoed to the further side of 
the room, crouched and kept his gun 
trained on the half-open door, His sen- 
Sitive ears detected the sound of 
steady, hoarse breathing; not the la- 
bored breath of a wounded man. 

Finally the gunman could stand the 
suspense no longer. His intended vic- 
tim had not responded to the ruse and 
he figured that possibly he had slipped 
away, satisfied that his bullet had ended 
the life of an enemy. The door opened 
and the gunman was starkly revealed. 
It was Antal, the gaunt leader of this 
mob. , : 

Antal tried to peer through the 
gloom, but it was impossible for him 
to see anything. He moved toward the 
door, slowly and cautiously, gun ex- 
tended and ready for action. 

Antal had not the slightest warning of 
what happened to him. He only heard 
a swish that ended in an exploding 
crash against his head. He slumped to 
the floor. Before unconsciousness took 
him, he managed to scream one word: 

“Gringo si 

The Bat had no time to examine the 
man he had downed, for there was still 
Silk to worry about. He crept down 
the stairway. No one was around and 
he guessed that the sound of the shoot- 
ing had not reached the outside where 
the other members of the gang searched 
for Butch. 

The Black Bat tried various doors 
and saw no trace of Silk. Then he 
heard a stifled scream and loud, rau- 
cous laughter. He moved toward a 
small steel door that gleamed almost 
brilliantly through the darkness—to his 
eyes alone. It was locked, but the key 
was there and he opened the door, 


closed it softly and listened. Someone 

was at the bottom of the steps. Some- 

one who looked like a gigantic gorilla. 
e+ & 


- Silk, held down on the table by the 
superhuman strength of this huge man, 
had realized that his life hung in the 
balance. He must stall in some way 
and Silk knew only one method. He 
was glib of tongue and his persuasive 
ways had turned more than one trick. 

As the hammer came down in that 
painful, although only testing blow on 
his forearm, he groaned. Gringo leered 
down at him. 

“I—I can’t stand this!” Silk moaned. 
“T’ll talk. Let me up. Tl tell you 
everything.” 

Gringo’s repulsive features looked 
almost disappointed. Silk knew then 
that even if he talked, even went the 
limit by telling the whole truth, he 
would still die at the hands of this sav- 
age monster. Gringo seized him by 
the necktie and yanked him into an up- 
right position. He stepped back a pace, 
fondling the steel hammer sugges- 
tively, 

Silk talked fast. 

“Tt’s like this, see? Me—I’m a right 
guy. But I work alone and I didn’t 
know I was cutting in on anybody 
else’s racket. So I read about this busi- 
ness with Ralph Galvin and I says to 
myself, here’s a chance to make some 
soft dough. I was going to spill a fancy 
line to the old guy—tell him his kid was 
alive and all that stuff. Then, for a 
nice juicy fee, I’d get him back. Un- 
derstand? Once I had my hands on 
the dough, he’d never see me again.” 


RINGO turned his head expec- 

tantly toward the further wall. 
Silk followed his gaze and saw a small 
amplifier hooked to the wall. It buzzed 
for a moment and then Antal’s harsh 
voice came from it. 

“He’s lying, Gringo. That’s the 
poorest story I’ve heard in years. Give 
him one more chance. If he doesn’t 
talk, break his arm and then break 


. 


- 
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every bone in his body until he opens 
up. I'll be listening.” 

Silk realized that the whole cellar 
was wired, that Antal could listen to 
every word spoken in this torture 
chamber. He repressed a shiver and 
his agile mind worked swiftly. Bluff 


“was the only possible way out now, 


Sheer bluff! 

“All right,” he said. “I know when 
I’m licked, but you can’t blame a man 
for trying. I’m a private detective, 
hired by the insurance company to 
make a thorough investigation of Ralph 
Galvin’s death. And I might add that 
if you mugs plan to lay your paws on 
that money, you’ve got another think 
coming. No report from me—no 
dough from the company. We’re stale- 
mate, brother. 

“Also, if I’m not heard from by ten 
o’clock tonight, the police will come 
looking. They'll go to Galvin’s and 
force the truth out of the old man. You 
haven’t pulled any wool over my eyes, 
my unseen friend. Not by a long shot. 
Galvin is being bamboozled into paying 
that money over to you. That’s why 
he obeyed Collins and slugged me with 
a chair—me, who was trying to help 
the poor old guy.” 

The amplifier clicked and buzzed. 
Antal’s voice reached them with more 
orders. 

“Give him pen and paper,” he said 
crisply. “Make him write a report that 
everything on the Galvin case is on the 
level and that the payment should be 
made on schedule. The message is to 
be placed into an envelope, left un- 
sealed and addressed to the proper au- 
thority at the insurance company of- 
fices. I'll see that it reaches there 
within the hour.” 

Gringo leered at Silk. “You hear? 
Walk over to that little table and use 
the pen and paper in the drawer. Write 


as he says and do it quick, less’n I lose 


my temper and break your arm.” 

Silk sighed. He wrote two drafts of 
his supposed report, making them as 
long and detailed with fake news as 
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possible, and when he finished each 
one, he swore and ripped it to shreds. 
He started the last one, writing slowly, 
praying for time so that the Black Bat 
might swing into action if that was pos- 
sible, 

Then, he couldn’t stall any longer. 
Gringo was getting impatient and that 
raucous voice over the loud-speaker 
would open up at any moment. Silk 
scrawled a fake name at the bottom of 
the report, folded it and then addressed 
an envelope to a mythical person. 
Gringo took it with a snarl, He faced 
the microphone, 


“Tt is done, Antal. You will send 


for it?” 
“At once.” The loud-speaker broke 
into life. “And if it does not meet my 


expectations, you may dispose of your 
friend as slowly and painfully as you 
wish. It is my opinion that he is a 
fraud anyway, for I am sure the policy 
is to be paid at once. Still, we must 
take no chances.” 

Silk sat tensed in his chair, awaiting 
the slightest break in his favor. 
Though he knew that physical battle 
with this monster would have the same 
results as tackling a bull elephant, gone 
mad. Gringo climbed the steps, pay- 
ing absolutely no attention to Silk. 
There were no means of escaping from 
the sound-proofed cellar. The only 
exit was the door at the head of the 
steps. 


RINGO handed over the envelope, 

but for a brief instant he was busy, 
grinning at the messenger. During that 
instant, Silk ran lightly across the room, 
scooped up one of the small steel ham- 
mers and held it behind him. He was 
back near his chair when Gringo turned 
around to eye him suspiciously. Three 
or four minutes went by; then the am- 
plifier carried the terse message of An- 
tal. 

“The message is satisfactory, I think 
this man has finally told the truth, 
Guided by the report I now have, the 
insurance company will promptly pay 
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its debt. You may kill him, Gringo. 
He is no longer of any use whatsoever 
to us.” 

Gringo’s big mouth opened and he 
drew a long breath of satisfaction. He 
extended his great hands and moved 
toward Silk. Suddenly he dived. Silk 
dodged the rush, but landed against the 
torture table and instantly Gringo was 
upon him. 

The big man moved with amazing 
ease for all his hulk. One of his hands 
rested on the table for a second and 
Silk took advantage of that. 

He brought down the small steel 
hammer with all the strength he could 
muster. 

Gringo gave a long-drawn-out howl 
of agony. Tears rolled down his cheeks 
and he was convulsed by the pain that 
shot up hisarm. Then he growled with 
rage. 

The injured hand dangled limply at 
his side, but with the other extended, 
he grabbed at Silk’s arm and caught it 
in a viselike grip. He hurled Silk 
against the wall, knocking him half 
senseless by the force of the tremen- 
dous heave. 

Before Silk could gather his spinning 
wits and get up, Gringo had the fingers 
of his sound hand curled around Silk’s 
throat. 
and hurled him on top of the table. He 
picked up one of the hammers and 
raised it. 

Then the amplifier blasted the sound 
of a shot. 

There was silence for an instant, then 
Antal’s voice screeched. 

“Gringo!” 

Gringo banged Silk’s head against 
the table and left him there, uncon- 
scious. He moved toward the stair- 
way, extinguishing all the lights in the 
cellar. He heard the door open above 
him and stealthy steps begin the de- 
scent. 

Gringo snarled in the darkness and 
prepared to finish off this latest victim 
with one gigantic sweep of his mighty 
arm. 


He lifted him like a rag doll . 


CHAPTER IX 
Brute Strength—and No Brains 


RINGO saw a black- 
clad trouser leg 
emerge out of the 
gloom, and reached 
for it. But that leg 
was suddenly jerked 
out of range. Some- 
thing hurtled above 
his head and landed 
lightly on the cellar 
floor. He whirled, and ran into a 
straight-arm jab that smacked him 
squarely on the chin. 

An ordinary man would have been 
knocked cold by it, but the massive 
muscles of Gringo’s frame resisted the 
blow effectively. He reached in the 
darkness and his good right hand land- 
ed on a substantial shoulder, He drew 
his victim closer. 

The Black Bat felt those mighty fin- 
gers close on his shoulder and from the 
pain realized instantly that they were 
powerful enough to break every bone 
in his arm. He had his gun, but was 
too close to use it now. Anyway, most 
of the feeling in his right arm was gone. 
The gun dropped to the floor. 

Gringo growled with pleasure, forced 
the Black Bat back through the dark- 
ness until he had him pinned against 
the wall. But strength was already 
flowing back into the Black Bat’s arm. 
He raised it suddenly and struck a 
mighty blow squarely against the 
giant’s throat. 

Gringo felt that one. It turned his 
string of lurid curses into a choked gib- 
ber of pain. He let the Black Bat go 
momentarily and backed up. Instantly 
the Black Bat moved in. If he could 
land another of these blows, he might 
dispose of the man. The Bat realized 
that he was up against an opponent 
who was nearly a superman in strength 
and weight. 

But Gringo was ready. He thrust 
out his arm stiffly and caught the Black 
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Bat under the chin. The blow that 
hurled him backward made him lose 
his balance. He fell heavily. Ina flash 
Gringo was kneeling over him, one 
hand raised to smash the Black Bat’s 
skull like an eggshell. 

“His hands!” The voice that came 
from the table was barely recognizable 
as Silk’s. “He can’t stand hurting his 
hands!” 

The Black Bat squirmed free as 
Gringo’s dull-witted mind slowly took 
in the meaning of Silk’s words. Gringo 
started to arise too, as the Bat sprung 
up, but he had to support himself with 
his good hand against the floor to do so. 
Instantly the Black Bat raised one foot 
and ground the heel of his shoe onto 
that huge paw. 

His heels were crepe, but he exerted 
plenty of weight and Gringo screeched 
in agony. 

Silk was down off the table, stagger- 
ing drunkenly forward to do what he 
could to aid the Black Bat. Gringo 
scrambled up, but in the darkness he 
could not see the Black Bat swiftly 
drawing an automatic from a shoulder 
holster. He did, however, see Silk’s 
form loom up in the darkness. Quickly 
he gripped Silk about the throat and 
raised him off his feet. 

“This man—your friend,” he 
growled te the Black Bat. “Lie down 
on the floor—quick—or I break this 
man’s neck with my fingers!” 

The Black Bat had his gun raised. 
Silk was being held up as a shield, but 
what Gringo did not know was that the 
Black Bat could see. The automatic 
jolted once. It was one of the few times 
in the Black Bat’s career that he sent a 
prayer speeding with the bullet. He 
knew how quickly this giant might 
carry out his threat. One convulsive 
grip of those fingers and Silk would be 
dead. 

The bullet struck Gringo in the tem- 
ple. He drew his massive frame erect, 
opened his mouth to screech, but no 
sound came. Slowly his fingers relaxed 
their grip and Silk tumbled to the floor, 


Gringo followed him later, landing 
with a crash that shook the house. 


HE Black Bat sped to Silk and 
helped him up. Silk glanced at the 
dark bulk of the giant and shivered. 

“Another two minutes and he’d have 
broken me in a little pieces. That was 
a close one.” 

The Black Bat nodded, walked over 
to the table and examined the parapher- 
nalia on it, 

“Silk, turn on the lights so you can 
see this too. Does it mean anything to 
you?” 

Silk turned on the lights and hur- 
ried back to the table. He looked once 
at the instruments of torture, then 
closed his eyes. “I know what they 
mean, sir. That gorilla was getting 
ready to use them on me.” 

“Yes, I realize that,” the Black Bat 
said. “But look at this layout. It’s the 
type of thing that insurance gyppers 
use. They get their suckers insured, 
then break their arm or leg with these 
instruments. Probably use an anes- 
thetic. The policy holder collects and 
the gang takes a cut. Silk, I’m begin- 
ning to understand many things. This 
mob is well organized. There is a keen 
mind to direct every move they make. 

“It’s an insurance swindle racket ona 
huge scale. Insuring young Galvin for 
a quarter of a million proves this also. 
They are handling his case differently, 
though—and clevérly. Plain extortion 
or ransom might not get them any- 
where. So they make sure Galvin is 
provided with money—and there they 
are. This Jim Fisher, who was found 
shot to death with Scott and Dawson 
must have suspected, or known some- 
thing. Scott exhumed the body se- 
cretly. He probably figured that in 
that way he would arouse no suspicions 
so that the gang might spread out and 
get away. There will be others in- 
volved—scores of them. Such a gang 
as this couldn’t be organized so well 
unless the boodle ran into millions.” 

“You're right,’ Silk agreed. “This 
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gang is equipped with every modern 
thing all right. There‘s even a micro- 
phone rigged up down here and an am- 
plifier to transmit the messages of the 
skinny guy who bosses this job. He 
yelled to Gringo, and that saved my 
life.” 

The Black Bat hurried up the stairs. 

“There is a girl held here also,” he 
said as he went along. “Peter Galvin’s 
daughter. She is to be held hostage 
until Galvin comes through with the 
benefits of his son’s insurance policy.” 

The Black Bat opened the door, 
found the house still steeped in dark- 
ness and stepped into the hallway. A 
man moved silently across his range of 
vision. The Black Bat could even tell 
the color of his hair and his clothing. 
The Black Bat raised his gun quickly, 
but it was too late. Lights flashed on. 
Two men were standing before. him, 
guns pointed at his heart. 

“Hold it!” one of them snapped. 
“You busted up this outfit nice and 
neat, but you’re all done now, Bat. This 
is where the payoff comes—and to your 
pal as well.” 

Silk had his hands raised shoulder 
high, but was tensing to leap straight 
into the fire of those weapons before 
the Black Bat could move. Silk owed 
his life to the Black Bat and he meant 
to repay the debt if he died for it. 

Fingers grew white against the trig- 
gers of the leveled guns. Cold-blooded 
murder was starkly vivid in the eyes 
of the two killers. 


N EXPLOSION suddenly roared 
out, but it was not from the two 
murder guns. One of the thugs 
dropped his weapon and clawed at his 
shoulder. The other shot a swift, fear- 
ful glance around, pale and shaken at 
this death that had come from an in- 
visible hand. 

“You're cornered!” a girl’s voice 
cried. “I can see you but you can’t 
see me. Drop that gun!” 

’ The thug’s gun thudded to the floor 
and Silk pounced upon it. The Black 


Bat moved forward. 

“Take them into the other room,” he 
ordered Silk. “Tie them—tight—so 
they’ll keep until the police get here.” 

Silk gestured with his gun and both 
men marched ahead of him. As soon 
as the door closed, the Black Bat ex- 
tinguished the lights in the hall. Quick, 
eager footsteps clicked through the 
house. A girl’s soft, warm arms went 
about the Black Bat’s neck. He held 
her close. 

“Carol, you didn’t obey my orders 
and get away from this spot after you 
phoned me,” he said admonishingly. 

She looked up at him, able to see 
only his dark outline. 

“How could I leave when I knew 
what you were up against? Butch has 
been keeping all the others busy some- 
where in the forest. There hasn’t been 
any more shooting so I suppose he’s put 
them to flight. But I saw these two 
slip back and enter the house. I 
watched them through a window, then 
when the trouble started I slipped 
through it and shot. They knew you 
were in the cellar and they hid, wait- 
ing for you to come up. I—I never 
shot anyone before. It isn’t so—nice.” 

The Black Bat patted her shoulders, 
then held her at arm’s length. 

“You only nicked him,” he said. 
“Jail doctors can fix him up quickly 
enough. And I’m grateful, Carol. You 
returned my sight once. Now you've 
saved my life. I used to think you had 
no place in my work. I’ve certainly 
changed my mind on that score.” 

Carol laughed happily. 

“You'll more than think so when you 
find out what I’ve got,” she said. “Af- 
ter I phoned you, I came back. The 
car that I followed here came out with 
a new man at the wheel. He had some 
kind of package and I was curious. 
I followed him, slipped ahead and 
parked my car off the road. Then I—I 
hitch-hiked. He picked me up. I—I’m 
afraid I rather encouraged him. Then 
in a nice quiet spot I stuck my gun into 
his ribs, took the package and made 


him get out. I imagine his feet are ter- 
tibly sore by now. We were miles 
from anywhere.” 

She brought the package from a hid- 
ing place outside the front door. The 
Black Bat took it, examined the seals 
and glanced at the address. The writ- 
ten words loomed up as though they 
were spotlighted: ; 

To Ronald Tunick— 
2397 Belmont Drive 

“Carol,” the Black Bat said quickly, 
“he is the president of the Security In- 
surance Company.” 

He ripped away the seals ruthlessly 
and hauled out a cotten wrapped ob- 
ject. It was a dictaphone record. His 
eyes lighted up. 

“Got it, Carol! The boss of this in- 
fernal scheme transmits his orders by 
a recording. The records are played 
off by that skinny lieutenant I knocked 
cold. He’s still upstairs.. Let’s get 
him.” 


HE Black Bat raced up the steps, 

gun in hand. He stepped into the 
room where he had left Antal. The 
gaunt man was gone! 

“Slipped through our fingers!” the 
Black Bat groaned. 

“T know him,” Carol said excitedly. 
“They call him Antal. I watched him 
before you came. He was outside for 
a few minutes. He—he’s a horrible 
looking man.” 

“And as bad as he looks.” The Black 
Bat nodded. Then he drew a sharp 
breath. “There’s a girl here. Must be! 
Perhaps that crook abducted her again. 
Help me search. We've got to find 
her!” 

But they were stopped before the 
search even began. Butch strode into 
the house with one man slung across 
his left shoulder and another tucked be- 
neath his right arm. Butch was grin- 
ning from ear to ear. The Black Bat 
turned on the lights. 

“We played tag long enough,” Butch 
said gleefully. “I kept "em away from 
the house long as Icould. One of them 
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birds jumped outa the window and 
lammed. He had a car hidden and he 
picked up three more of them bozos.. 
But I nailed these two—and did they 
talk. Say, boss, one of ’em says there’s 
a girl locked up in a secret room, It’s 
off one of the bedrooms upstairs.” 
“Great!” the Black Bat cried. “Take 
those two in where Silk is busy with a 


couple of more of the same breed. Help 
him tie them up. Carol, upstairs with - 
you. I'll find the girl.” 

They searched all the rooms. The 
Black Bat tapped on walls, examined 
mouldings and floors, but there was no 
sign of the hidden room. Then he 
turned out all the lights. 

“Carol,” he directed softly, “follow 
each wall and tap it with your fingers. 
Not too loudly. I think we may have 
a reaction.” 

Carol obeyed and then the Black Bat 
gave a low cry of relief. To his sensi- 
tive ears had come a faint call and tap- 
ping in answer to Carol. 

Hurrying to the wall the Black Bat 
went over it carefully in the darkness. 
It was a papered wall, but he found 
that one edge of paper overlapped an- 
other, He ran his sensitive fingers over 
the edge and found a slight projection. 
He pressed it and a section of wall 
sprang inward to offer about two feet 
of space for admittance. 

Carol slipped through before the 
Black Bat could prevent her. 

“She’s here—and safe!” she called 
back. “But they’ve abused her terri- 
bly. She’s been struck across the face 
—many times. She needs a doctor!” 


CHAPTER X 
Tony Quinn—At Home 


UICKLY, Carol 
helped a trembling 
girl of about nine- 
teen into the room. 
She saw the Black 
Bat’s image cast a 
grim shadow of a 
wing like ghost 
against the wall— 
and screamed. The 

Black Bat moved toward her. 

“You mustn’t be afraid,” he said 
soothingly. “We came here to rescue 
you. Within the next hour you'll be 
home. .. . Carol, is your car handy? 
Then take her back. Just help her to 
the door and then get away.” 

The Bat watched Carol help the half- 
starved, nearly prostrated girl out of 
the house. Then he turned into the 
room where he had battled Antal. 
Butch and Silk joined him a moment 
later and the Black Bat showed them 
the recording that Carol had lifted 
from the messenger. 

“This lieutenant, in command of this 
place, sent a message to his leader. In 
a moment we'll know what that mes- 
sage was.” 

He slipped it on the play-back ma- 
chine and turned it on. The record 
scratched for a moment and then the 
strains of “Silver Bell,” an old record- 
ing, filled the house with music. The 
Bat gaped and sat down slowly. 

“That’s the oddest thing—unless 
that recorded music has a message 
contained between the notes.” 

He played it as slowly as possible 
and then as fast as the machine would 
go. Only the ancient tune rankled in 
his brain. He removed the record and 
examined it closely. No message was 
scratched on its sides or in the hollow 
of the cylinder. 

Carefully rewrapping the record, he 
searched the room. He found several 
other records, all of them smashed, but 
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there was a good sized chunk of one 
left. He slipped this on the machine. 
It scratched out: 


Singleton is ready. Seventy-five thou- 
sand- dollar policy. Get to work . q seco: 
ing to plan... kill Collins. The fool . 
snooping . . . knows too much. 


The rest was spoiled by great cracks 
in the surface of the record. The Black 
Bat reached for a telephone on the desk. 
He got a rural operator and was quickly 
connected with the Police Department. 
He asked for Detective-sergeant Mc- 
Grath. 

“This is the Black Bat,” he an- 
nounced calmly. “Now don’t have hys- 
terics. I know you want me for mur- 
der, but I didn’t kill that man. He was 
alive when I left him. Listen to me, 
will you? A mile past the junction of 
White River Road on Highway Eleven, 
you'll find a dead man and four prison- 
ers. They won’t talk if you rubber hose 
them because they don’t know any- 
thing, but I imagine you'll find they 
have records sufficient to put them 
away for atime. The dead man in the 
cellar tried to murder me. I was forced 
to kill-him. Yes—lI said forced! Also, 
this outfit is part of a gigantic insur- 
ance ring swindle. They insure people, 
kill them and collect on the policies by 
devious ways. Commissioner Warner 
should be—” 

But the Black Bat suddenly realized 
he was talking to someone else. He 
heard the slight click as the connection 
was switched over. By now Sergeant 
McGrath was calling every law agency 
in the vicinity and throwing out a drag- 
net for the Black Bat. He hung up, 
gestured to Silk and Butch and they 
sped out of the house. A car was 
parked at the rear of the house and in 
a moment they were racing away from 
the city—not toward it. 

The Black Bat knew that McGrath 
would put barriers across the highway 
and stop every vehicle. He realized 
also that McGrath was apt to speed 
personally to the home of Tony Quinn. 
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ETECTIVE-SERGEANT MC- 
GRATH was a peculiar person- 
ality. He was as honest as a man could 
be and whole-heartedly devoted to his 
duty. But he was possessed of one ob- 
session—to run down the Black Bat 
and expose him as blind ex-District 
Attorney Tony Quinn. 

The car, driven by Butch, swept 
down a cross road and came out on 
an alternate highway leading into the 
city. They saw no patrols, but when 
they neared Quinn’s home, the Black 
Bat touched Butch on the shoulder. 

“Stop two blocks from the house. 
Silk, you get out. If McGrath is 
prowling around, stall him until I slip 
in through the tunnel passage. And 
remove your disguise, now.” 

Silk nodded. He removed all traces 
of his make-up and smoothened his 
clothing. Then he tilted his chin at 
just the right angle as befitted a gen- 
tleman’s gentleman, and strolled non- 
chalantly down the street. 

McGrath, with four patrolmen, was 
seated on the front porch. As Silk ap- 
proached, McGrath jumped up and 
grabbed him. 

“Okay, there’s no use lying. Quinn 
isn’t in that house. I’ve been banging 
on the door for five minutes. The 
Black Bat’s loose, too, and you’d better 
know where Quinn happens to be or 
I'll know he’s the Black Bat.” 

“But Sergeant”—Silk pulled himself 
free—“I’m afraid you’re quite wrong. 
The master is in the house. He rarely 
answers the door when I’m not there. 
You know how sensitive he is about 
his affliction.” 

“Affliction, my foot!” McGrath bel- 
lowed. “He can see just as good as 
you or me. Better, if the stories I hear 
are correct. I know he’s the Black Bat. 
I know he was twenty miles from here 
less than twenty-five minutes ago and 
I’ve got the roads covered so he can’t 
get back. I’m going in that house and 
stay there until he shows up. Then 
maybe we'll see what kind of an excuse 
he can offer for a blind man taking a 


walk all by himself at night.” 

Silk shrugged, walked up on the - 
porch and had some difficulty in find- 
ing his key. McGrath scowled at him. 

“No use stalling. I’ve got men 
thrown around this whole house. 
Quinn isn’t inside because he’s out, be- 
ing busy as the Black Bat.” 

Silk opened the door, turned on lights 
and McGrath pushed his way past him. 
He strode into the living room and di- 
rectly up to the chair which Tony 
Quinn habitually occupied. There Mc- 
Grath stopped short and his face began 
to grow crimson, in a wave of color 
that mounted from his neck up and 
over his whole face. Tony Quinn was 
seated in the chair. His head was rest- 
ing against soft cushions and he was 
fast asleep. 

Silk elbowed McGrath out of the way 
with a disdainful glance. 

“TI could have informed you the mas- 
ter was here, but I knew you wouldn’t 
believe me. He didn’t hear you be- 
cause he is wearing ear stoppers, to cut 
out all sound. Watch!” 

Silk gently pulled a plug of especially 
prepared substance from Quinn’s ear. 
Quinn stirred and his head jerked erect. 
He didn’t try to face those in the room, 
but there was a look of alarm on his 
scarred face. 

“Who is it?” he demanded. 
in this room?” 

“Sorry to have startled you, sir,” Silk 
said smoothly. “But Sergeant Mc- 
Grath was outside when I returned 
from my usual constitutional. He in- 
sisted that you were out somewhere fly- 
ing around in the guise of a bat.” 


“Who is 


UINN’S lips parted in a smile. 

“So sorry, Sergeant,” he said. 

“I hate to disappoint you, but some day 
you'll learn I am not the Black Bat. 
I’ve been at home all evening. It is 
evening, isn’t it? But of course—Silk 
served my dinner hours ago. A blind 
man, with a horribly scarred face like 
mine, doesn’t enjoy himself outside 
very much. Sometimes I wish I was 
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this Black Bat person you speak of. 
Now you want my alibi, I suppose. I 
haven’t any. 
writing at my desk over there. Some 
law work—the only thing that keeps 
my mind off myself and keeps me from 
cracking up.” 

McGrath walked over to the desk. 
He noticed that Silk had his back 
turned. Deftly McGrath folded one 
sheet of paper on which Quinn had 
been writing. He stuck this into his 
pocket and returned to face Quinn. 

“I’m wrong, this time,’ he acknowl- 
edged grudgingly. “But I still think... 
Oh, what’s the use! If I bothered you, 
I’m sorry. Good night.” . 

He strode out of the house, whistled 
for his men to break up their cordon 
around the place and was off. Silk 
rubbed his chin thoughtfully. 

“T was watching him in a mirror, sir. 
I wonder what he swiped that bit of 
paper for?” 

Quinn kept on staring blankly at the 
fireplace. 

“He isn’t missing a trick, Silk. He 
hopes, one of these days, to force the 
Black Bat to write. He'll have a sam- 
ple of my handwriting and then—hand- 
cuffs.” 

Tony Quinn yawned and went to 
beds. 

With the morning, Quinn resumed 
his accustomed spot in the living room 
and while he acted the part of a blind 
man, his mind went over each minute 
detail of the bizarre events that had 
transpired during the past two days. 

He was lost in thought when the 
doorbell buzzed. Silk admitted Police 
Commissioner Warner. Though War- 
ner did hot know it, Quinn appraised 
him swiftly. Warner looked harried 
and worn. He showed lack of sleep 
and the nervousness that comes with 
fatigue. Warner sat down and rubbed 
a hand over his eyes. 

“Something is wrong, Commission- 
er,” Quinn said. “Can I help?” 

Warner sighed. “You have no eyes, 
Tony, but you certainly know what’s 


I spent the afternoon. 


~ clues. 


going on. Help me? If you only could! 
Listen to this, Last night the Black 
Bat fought a tremendous battle against 
odds that startled everyone who knows, 
We rounded up several wanted men, 
found a dead gorilla in the cellar and 
evidence that the house was used as a 
sort of laboratory by a gang of insur- 
ance swindlers. The Bat put us on the 
trail and we’ve done some investigat- 
ing. There were crews working in 
cemeteries all night. We’ve uncovered 
twenty-two cases of murder for profit 
and in every case the beneficiary, who 
received a substantial sum, has van- 
ished.” 

Tony Quinn sat erect. His cane beat 
a steady tattoo on the polished floor. 


HERE’S a connection then, be- 

‘tween those deaths and the mur- 
ders in the cemetery— the night that 
Scott was murdered,” he mused. “Have 
you investigated that angle?” 

“We’ve run a fine comb through it 
and found murder. Murder without 
Last night Peter Galvin came 
to my office and confessed that the 
body he identified as his son was that 
of a total stranger. He told me that his 
daughter had been kidnapped and held 
as a hostage, that a thug was placed in 
his house to watch over him. Until he 
turned over the two hundred and fifty 
thousand dollars that was due on the 
policy covering his son’s death, the girl 
would be held. 

“Then—well, it seems the Black Bat 
took a hand last night. I think Galvin 
knows something about the Black Bat’s 
activities, but he won’t be tricked into 
admitting this. His daughter actually 
saw the Black Bat and some kind, 
beautiful girl took her home after the 
Black Bat rescued her.” 

Tony Quinn chuckled softly and 
Warner growled something under his 
breath. 

“J realize now, Commissioner, why 
Sergeant McGrath came blundering in 
here last night,” he said. “He still 
thinks I’m the Black Bat and I suppose 
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he hoped to find me out. I wasn’t.” 

Warner sighed. “Oh, I know. He 
came to me this morning with the 
whole story. Said he wanted to get the 
jump on you in case of a formal com- 
plaint. You know, Tony, the last time 
I was here I condemned the Black Bat, 
said he was a murderer. I’m sure I 
was wrong. I know I was wrong! If 
only you were the Black Bat! 
help—desperately. I need someone who 
can operate without all the red tape of 
the law. If I’ve ever hoped before, I 
hope now that the Black Bat can hear 
me.” 

Tony Quinn’s face didn’t move a 
muscle. 

“You know, Commissioner,” he said 
quietly, “that a bat has abnormally 
large ears. He might hear around cor- 
ners,” 

Warner arose and put a friendly 
hand on Quinn’s shoulder. 

“T also know that bats are—blind. 
If you think of any way to help, just 
call on me, Tony. I—” 

The doorbell buzzed again. Silk an- 
nounced the visitors with a voice that 
almost reached a falsetto in his excite- 
ment. 

“Mr. Hugh Morgan and Mr.— 
Ronald Tunick!” 


CHAPTER XI 


A Collector of Recordings 


ONALD TUNICK! 
The man to whom 
that musical record- 
ing had been ad- 
dressed by Antal. 
Tony Quinn had to 
restrain the impulse 
to turn and look at 
this man. 

He satisfied the de- 
sire when Tunick was shaking hands 
with Warner. He was a portly man 
with graying hair and keen, darting 
eyes. His companion was slender, ani- 
mated and eager—the go-getter type. 


I need — 


He was carefully dressed and carried 
a briefcase under one arm. 

“You are aware, Commissioner,” 
Tunick said, “that I am the president 
of the Security Insurance Company. 
This man is Morgan, my ace agent. 
He’s one of the best insurance solicitors 
in the business. Headquarters told me 
you were coming here and I took the 
liberty of dropping in. Ah—this is 
Mr. Quinn.” 

Tunick held out his hand. Tony 
Quinn didn’t move. Warner whispered 
something and Quinn smiled. 

“No need to whisper the news, Com- 
missioner. I know rather keenly that 
I’m blind. Glad to know you, Mr. Tu- 
nick—and you, Mr. Morgan.” 

Tunick mumbled something about 
being sorry and Quinn waved his hand. 

“I suppose,” Quinn said, “that you 
are here about these insurance mur- 
ders. The commissioner was just tell- 
ing me about them. Very interesting.” 

“And costly,” Tunick grunted. 
“Every few. minutes we learn that 
we've paid a claim on a man murdered 
for the value of the policy. Three- 
fourths of the cases so far happen to 
be our clients. Morgan wrote several 
of them—the largest ones unfortun- 
ately.” 

“But I only deal in large amounts,” 
Morgan put in smoothly. “I was hood- 
winked somehow, but I’ll be double 
damned if I know how. I’ve prided 
myself on being most careful in this 
game.” 

“Something has to be done!” Tunick 
shouted hotly. “The public won’t stand 
for mass murder like this without an 
arrest. Put your best men on the case, 
Commissioner! Stop at no expense. 
This is murder—mass murder!” 

“Every man on my force is working 
on the case, from the newest rookie 
to the most seasoned detective,” the 
commissioner assured. “We're doing 
all we can, Mr. Tunick. Have patience.” 

While they talked, Quinn’s cane 
tapped continuously, as if he were deep 
in thought. But those taps carried a 
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- message that only Silk understood. 
From his post at the door, he decoded 
the message, waited three or four min- 
utes, then stepped into the room. 

“Sorry to interrupt, gentlemen, but 
the master asked me to tell him when 
a certain radio program went on.” And 
he added in an undertone that almost 
made Quinn break out in a grin: “It’s 
his only solace.” 

Silk snapped the switch and a dance 
orchestra blared a hot number. Quinn 
seemed to relax. g 

“Wonderful band,” he said. “I love 
music—good, modern music—and the 
peppier it is, the better it suits me.” 

Tunick growled something and then 
spoke louder. 

“T hate that brand of poseatied music. 
It’s Tin Pan Alley. I like the old ones. 
_ In fact, I make a hobby of collecting 
old recordings. I pay fancy prices for 
them, too, and get my money’s worth. 
There’s an advertisement in several 
newspapers asking that old time rec- 
ords be sent to me.” 

“I’m sorry,” Quinn said. 
tadio off, Kirby.” 


“Turn the 


ILK snapped the switch again and 

discretely withdrew. In the hall- 
way he mopped his forehead. Things 
were getting hotter than that music. 
So Tunick collected old records. Like 
the recording of “Silver Bell,” sent him 
by a murderer named Antal. 

Tunick talked for twenty minutes, 
recounting the cases that had been so 
far uncovered. Several of the deaths 
were attributed to chronic illnesses and 
found, upon autopsy, to have been poi- 
soning. Others involved drownings and 
still others automobile accidents with 
fatal results that now began to look like 
staged “accidents.” 

Quinn absorbed all this information 
and realized with a cold chill, that he 
was probably fighting the most vicious 
‘gang of killers this country had ever 
known. When the trio departed, he 
called in Silk. 

“We can’t lose any more time,” he 


said firmly. “I can’t operate very well 
in daylight so it’s up to you, Butch, 
and Carol. Phone them from outside. 
All three of you search every hospital 
in town for a patient named Singleton 
—probably dying or dead last night. 
Find out all you can about him and 
notify me at once. Snap it up, Silk.” 

For the rest of the day Quinn fretted 
at his enforced idleness, but he did not 
dare swing into action. It was too dan- 
gerous, especially with McGrath on the 
warpath. Silk returned in time to pre- 
pare dinner, but with no results. 

At nine o’clock there was a tap on 
the other side of the secret door. Silk 
quietly moved about, drawing the cur- 
tains. Tony Quinn rested his head 
against cushions that Silk arranged. It 
looked as if a blind man were going 
to rest for the evening. 

But when the curtains were finally 
drawn, Quinn jumped up and entered 
his laboratory. Carol was there, seated 
on one of the high stools, with a pleased 
expression in her eyes. — 

“Carol!” Quinn cried. “You’ve found 
him !” 

“His full name is Montgomery Sin- 
gleton and he used to be a broker,” she 
said promptly. “He has wads of money 
and he’s been free with it. A week ago 
he was in a mild sort of an accident 
and got a metal sliver in his arm. Dr. 
Lawrence Luddy treated him, but he 
developed an infection and—he’s on his 
way out. They gave him forty-eight 
hours more to live and one of the in- 
ternes even went so far as to put his 
arms around me in sympathy. I’m 
Montgomery Singleton’s woman of 
mystery. He’s in love with me and he 
doesn’t even know it.” 

Quinn peeled off his smoking jacket 
and grinned. 

“Out with the light, Carol. I’m 
changing into costume. Dr. Lawrence 
Luddy is about to have an after office 
hours’ visitor whose only ailment is an 
unholy desire to ask a lot of questions.” 

When the lights came back on, Tony 
Quinn had disappeared and a resolute 
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man with flaming eyes drew on black 
silken gloves. He thrust his hood into 
a pocket, examined two automatics and 
stuffed them into holsters. 

Carol stepped up to him. 

“Tony—please be careful, These 
men are no ordinary killers. They’re 
fiends! I’ve read all about what the 
police have discovered so far.” 

Quinn laughed lightly. 

“The Black Bat usually returns to 
his nest in the cave, Carol. Thanks, 
anyway, for worrying about me. You 
go back to your apartment and stand 
by for orders. A smart, beautiful girl 
like you isn’t to be left out of this 
game.” 

He waved to Silk, opened the pas- 
sageway and vanished. 


R. LAWRENCE LUDDY main- 

tained luxurious offices on the 
second floor of the medical building. 
He was a middle-aged, well fed person 
inclined to be cantankerous and fussy. 
It was ten o’clock. His nurse had gone 
and his last patient had been treated 
and sent home. 

Dr. Luddy yawned and removed his 
white jacket. Then he heard the door 
of his outer office close. He swore 
softly, damning patients who thought 


= 


MR. WRIGHT: Gee, 
this stuff is awful! 
Why do all laxatives 
taste so bad? 


The action of Ex-Lax is thorough, 
yet gentle! No shock. No strain. 


MRS. WRIGHT: All 
of them don’t. Ex- 
Tax tastes like de- 
licious chocolate, 


they could make an office call at any 
time of the night. He opened the door, 
intent on administering an opinion 
along these lines. But instead he 
blinked and slowly raised his hands. 

The man in his outer office was 
dressed in black and wore a hood with 
a cape that made him look like a fan- 
tastic bird. There was an automatic 
in his hand. 

“T’m sorry for both the gun and my 
costume,” the intruder apologized, “but 
the weapon is to prevent you from cre- 
ating a scene. The mask for my own 
protection. I am known as the Black 
Bat.” 

Dr. Luddy backed away a few steps. 

“You’re wanted for murder! Why 
are you here? What do you wish of 
me?” 

“Sit down!” The Black Bat draped 
himself on the edge of the doctor’s desk, 
“All I want is information. You per- 
formed a minor job of-surgery on a 
man named Singleton, didn’t you?” 

Luddy nodded mutely and then, with 
an effort, found his voice. 

“Yes—yes I did. A piece of metal en- 
tered his arm and I removed it. He 
developed tetanus despite the fact that 
I gave him a shot of anti-toxin. It 

[Turn Page] 


MRS. W.: No, you 
don’t! Ex-Lax is just 
as effective as any 
bad-tasting cathartic. 


MR. W.: Ex-Laxr? 
That’s O.K. for you, 
and Junior, but Ineed 
something stronger! 


10¢ and 25¢ 


No weakening after-effects. 
Just an easy, comfortable ~ 
bowel movement that 
brings blessed relief. 

Try Ex-Lax the next 


MR. W.: 


Ex-Lax in the house 
we don’t need any 
other laxative! 


yice. It’s Ex-Lax for 
me-from now on. 


time you need a lax- 
ative. It’s good for 
every member of 
the family. 
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happens in such cases sometimes.” 

“Only this time,” the Black Bat said 
softly, “it happened too conveniently. 
Singleton took out an accident insur- 
ance policy three weeks ago. It pays 
a quarter of a million dollars in the 
event of accidental death. Singleton is 
now dying. You know the family: Who 
will collect?” 

“Why—why I suppose it will be his 
sister. He isn’t married and she would 
be his heir.” 

“Doctor,”—the Black Bat’s eyes re- 
garded the medical man critically— 
“would you mind showing me the in- 
struments you used in removing that 
sliver of metal from Singleton’s arm?” 

Luddy shrugged, arose and walked 
over to a cabinet. The Bat watched 
him intently. He didn’t trust this man. 

Luddy removed an oiled silk kit, 
opened it and spread out scalpels, rang- 
ing from minute ones to the large 
knives used in major amputations. 

“T keep them sterilized with an anti- 
septic solution,’ Luddy explained. 
“The removal of a splinter of metal 
involves no chance of infection if done 
properly.” 

“Then you didn’t sterilize any instru- 
ment before operating on Singleton?” 
The Black Bat nodded. “I thought not 
—without offense to your ability, Doc- 
tor. I agree that instruments, prop- 
erly kept and handled, do not require 
sterilization for such minor work. Have 
you a microscope?” 

Luddy nodded, opened a cabinet 
drawer and took out a high powered 
instrument. 

“Suppose you take a culture from 
these scalpels,” the Black Bat said. 
“Stain them and see what you get. Be- 
lieve me, sir, this is not just a hobby of 
mine. I think that Singleton was de- 
liberately infected and the only way 
that could have been done was through 
your instruments.” 


UDDY turned pale. He jumped up, 
arranged slides and staining solu- 
tions. In five minutes he had his eye 


glued to the microscope. The hand 
controlling the mechanism shock 
slightly. 

“You—you’re right,” he said tensely. 
“Every one of these scalpels contains 
an invisible layer of some soluble sitb- 
stance infected with streptococci. Good 
heavens! If I’d used these instruments 
on anyone else, the same thing would 
have resulted. Thank God, I had no 
occasion to use them. Now what’s to 
be done? I-—I don’t know—” 

He opened a drawer in his desk, as 
he spoke. It was a wholly innocent mo- 
tion, but the hand that deposited the 
microscope slides in the drawer also 
seized a small pearl-handled pistol. He 
brought it up, in line with the Black 
Bat’s chest. 

“Drop your gun!” he snapped. “Drop 
it or I'll kill you.” 

The Black Bat’s automatic fell to the 
floor. Dr. Luddy let it remain there 
as he arose and herded the Bat toward 
adavenport. He motioned that he was 
to sit down and keep his hands high. 
Then Luddy backed up toward his desk 
and the telephone on it. 

“T understand quite a few things, Mr. 
Black Bat. You’re a crook. This hap- 
pens to be blackmail. I suppose for a 
certain sum you’d have held your 
tongue. Oh, I know you could have 
ruined me professionally. Singleton 
will die—there isn’t a chance for him. 
But I see through your smug little 
scheme. You couldn’t possibly have 
guessed that my scalpels would be in- 
fected unless you had done it yourself. 
I’m going to turn you over to the po- 
lice!” 

“Doctor,”—the Black Bat’s voice 
was very calm—‘“you are making a 
grave mistake. How do you suppose 
your reputation would resist the idea 
that you have known Singleton a long 
time and that you’ve been courting his 
sister for several years? If she inherits, 
then you, too, inherit—provided you 
marry her. I’m only trying to protect 
you, to find out if you can give me a 
lead as to who infected those scalpels. 
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It must have been done before Single- 
ton had his accident, because I’m sure 
that was staged.” 

“As though I’d fall for that line!” 
Dr. Luddy sneered. “You're going to 
be handed over to the police—immedi- 
ately.” 

Luddy raised the phone and dialed 
the number. He gave the police oper- 
ator a cryptic idea of what was wanted, 
then hung up. The Black Bat’s hands 
were high. He had arisen and now 
stood with his back against the wall, 
near the office door. Against one 
shoulder he could feel the light switch. 
He made a motion, as if shrugging in 
despair. 

His shoulder blade raised the switch 
and the lights went out. 

Dr. Luddy pulled the trigger and 
hurled a slug through the glass panel 
of his office door. That was the only 


shot he fired. The Black Bat was upon 
him, wrenching the gun free, forcing 


the doctor toward the davenport. He 
pushed him into it. 
“That was foolish,” he said. “Now 


stay where you are. Don’t move. When 
the police arrive, I'll let them know 
just where you stand. Not a sound out 
of you.” 

Dr. Luddy, wide-eyed in terror, sat 
primly erect, hands extended. He 
heard someone bang on the outer of- 
fice door and realized that the Black 
Bat had locked it. Then the door was 
crashed in. Heavy feet stamped across 
the waiting room and pushed open the 
door of the consultation room where 
Luddy sat. 

“D-don’t turn on the lights!” Luddy 
half screamed. “It’s the Black Bat! 
He’s got me covered. He'll shoot!” 


CHAPTER XII 
Busy Bus Boy 


LASHLIGHTS broke 
the darkness, swept 
| the whole office and 
then the lights were 
turned on. A _ uni- 
formed man eyed 
Luddy with a critical 
eye. There was no 
one in the office. A 
window was open 
about an inch, but no human being 
could have crawled through that space. 

““W-what happened to him?” Luddy 
gasped. “He—he was right over there 
The lights were out. He put them out. 
I had him covered, but he got the best 
of me.” 

“Sure, sure,” the sergeant said sooth- 
ingly. “Now just what did the Black 
Bat want of you?” 

Luddy looked up eagerly. “He said 
that I had—” 

There he stopped. His face was 
bathed in perspiration. He dry-washed 
his hands until they hurt. If he ever 
tried to explain, they’d lock him up, 
probably charge him with murder, in- 
volve him in this huge ring that was 
killing off victims to collect on their 
insurance, 

Something, whipping swiftly, like a 
snake leaping out of a coil, struck the 
window. The police rushed over to it. 
They saw nothing and turned back. 

“Well?” the police officer demanded. 

Dr. Luddy looked at the rug. “I—I 
guess I must have been wrong. My 
nerves, they’re ready to break. Please 
leave me alone. I—T’ll be all right. I’m 
a doctor. I know about these things.” 

The blue coat jerked his head toward 
the door. 

“Plain nuts,’ he whispered to the 
other men. “If he wasn’t such a big 
shot, I'd drag him in. But he doesn’t 
look violent. We'll take a chance and 
let him go.” 

They descended to the lobby, walked 
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back to where the police car was parked 


_ at the curb. The driver got behind the 


\ 


wheel. Then his eyes grewround. He 
pointed with a finger that trembled 
slightly. There was the miniature 
image of a black bat pasted in the mid- 
dle of the windshield. 

“Back to Headquarters,” the police 
officer snapped, “This job belongs to 
Sergeant McGrath. He’s the baby who 
likes to get on the Black Bat’s trail. 
Me, I’d rather monkey around with a 
buzz saw on my left and a man eating 
lion on my right. Let’s go!” 

From the nearby doorway, the Black 
Bat watched the police car rush off. He 
was still panting slightly from the ex- 
ertion of his escape. In the darkness 
he had used a coil a light, but strong, 
silk rope to effect his escape. By pass- 
ing it around a radiator pipe, he had 
quickly lowered himself to the alley, 
then whisked the rope out of the win- 
dow, leaving no trace as to how it had 
been done, 

A bitter rankling in his heart for Dr. 
Luddy’s deliberate doublecross made 
his plaster that sticker on the wind- 
shield. It would start things going, 
announced the fact that the Black Bat 
was still working against Dr. Luddy. 

The Black Bat entertained some- 
thing far stronger than a hunch that 
Luddy could have told more than he 
did. His actions made him a definite 
suspect. Who could plan such murder 
any more smoothly and easily than a 
docter? Luddy would bear some fur- 
ther investigating on the Black Bat’s 
part. 

One thing he did know—that Single- 
ton had been deliberately murdered. 
Cleverly, and with all the efficiency that 
the murder ring displayed in every one 
of its cases. The Black Bat continued 
to keep Luddy’s building under obser- 
vation. If Luddy came out in a hurry, 
he wanted to know where he went. 


SLEEK three-thousand-dollar 
limousine slid to the curb. A man 
got out, carefully adjusted his tie, drew 
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his coat neatly together and buttoned 
it. Then he bent down and ran two 
fingers along the already immaculate 
crease in his trousers. This done, he 
walked importantly toward the office 
building lobby and vanished inside. 

The Black Bat’s eyes gleamed. The 
visitor was undoubtedly heading for 
Dr, Luddy’s office. All the other physi- 
cians and surgeons who maintained of- 
fices in the building had gone for the 
night. And the newcomer was Alex- 
ander Paradon, Attorney-at-Law. A 
shyster, but smooth as satin, with a 
brain that could outthink almost any 
other attorney he ran up against. 

He did not dabble in various forms 
of law. He specialized—in handling 
insurance claims. Paradon had become 
the deepest and most vicious thorn in 
the side of all insurance companies that 
they had encountered in their extended 
histories. 

Now Paradon was visiting Luddy; 
unquestionably called there in a hurry. 
The Black Bat whistled softly and de- 
cided that things were beginning to 
take shape. It was too dangerous to 
eavesdrop. Luddy would be suspicious 
and then too, Lieutenant McGrath 
might come flying to the scene at any 
moment. 

The Black Bat slipped through the 
night, reached his car and drove away. 
He removed his mask, donned his wide- 
brimmed hat and left the car in front 
of Butch’s boarding house. Then he 
made his way along the quiet street, 
beside the wall of his own estate. Mak- 
ing sure he was unobserved, he slipped 
through the gate, proceeded along the 
secret passageway that led from the 
garden house and into the laboratory. 

Silk was waiting when Blind Tony 
Quinn tapped his way to the chair in 
front of the fireplace. 

“Nobody called, sir,” Silk reported. 
“Is everything quite all right?” 

Quinn sighed. “It’s all wrong, I 
haven’t the least idea who is behind this 
murder ring. Suspects—oh, yes. 
There’s this Dr. Luddy I just visited. 
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He either unknowingly infected Sin- 
gleton or he’s as cool a killer as I’ve 
ever seen. His sending for Paradon 
is another thing I don’t like. What’s 
Paradon mixed up in this for? Except 
for a massive fee. And so far as I can 
figure out the only people who profit 
are the leaders of the ring and they 
get one hundred percent.” 

“Pardon me, sir,” Silk said, “but 
when Tunick, the president of that in- 
surance company was here, I watched 
him closely. He seemed a trifle ner- 
vous and that special agent with him— 
Morgan, wasn’t it?—kept running his 
fingers through his hair and watching 
the door to see if anyone spied.” 

“T noticed that too,’ Quinn said 
thoughtfully. “From newspaper ac- 
counts and from what Commissioner 
Warner said, most of the policies were 
with Tunick’s company. And Morgan 
had written up three-fourths of those.” 

“T don’t like it,” Silk said. “To make 
matters worse they’ve had the jump on 
us every time. There’s no telling how 
many more murders they will commit.” 


O an observer who might be peek- 

ing through a window, Tony Quinn 

seemed to be casually talking about 

everyday affairs. His face showed none 
_ of the turmoil within him. 

“We won a single round, Silk,” he 
said. “We broke up part of his gang 
at any rate. And we have that dicta- 
phone record. I don’t know what it 
means or how it can possibly carry a 
message, but I do know that this Antal, 
second in command of the gang, sent 
his messages that way and received 
them in the same manner. I heard one 
of his records playing when I slipped 
into the house. Those records give us 
our only lead so far. 

“They are addressed to Tunick, 
which is highly significant, and he has 
admitted collecting old recordings. We 
have the address to which they are 
mailed, but the thug from whom Carol 
hijacked our recording, has probably 
admitted what happened to his su- 


periors. Now they'll use a new address 
or method of sending them.” 

Silk leaned forward. “Let’s suppose 
that recording went through, sir. In 
the usual manner—to that post-office 
box of Tunick’s. We could watch, see 
who came for it and trail the man. 
Maybe that mug Carol outwitted de- 
cided it would be healthier if he took 
a trip to China.” 

Quinn let a slow smile come over his 
face. 

“We think along the same lines, Silk. 
Prepare the package. Forge the seals 
and mail it in the original wrapper. 
Tomorrow morning you disguise your- 
selfi—the banker type this time, because 
they already know your other method 
of concealing your identity. Trail the 
man who comes for the package and 
have Butch follow you. Carol will be 
somewhere in the background just so 
there will be no slips. Now I think 
we ought to eat. A two-inch steak 
would be just about the thing.” 

Silk grinned. “It’s on the fire, sir. 
I anticipated this. . . .” 

The next morning Silk’s closest 
friend would not have recognized the 
man who seemed to have difficulty in 
writing out an application for a foreign 
money order in the Central Post-office. 
Silk had turned into a pompous, over- 
bearing man in a white-edged vest, 
white spats and glasses that dangled 
from a black silk cord around his neck. 
He wore a derby, a tailored coat and 
striped gray trousers. 

For an hour Silk had been there, . 
watching the post-office box where the 
recording had been placed. At ten- 
thirty a familiar figure ambled into the 
post office and Silk’s eyes narrowed. 
It was Morgan, ace agent for the Se- 
curity Insurance Company. He looked 
around, eyeing each individual. His 
gaze passed right over Silk, but it reg- 
istered the appearance of the white- 
haired banker. 

Morgan took a key from his pocket, 
opened the lock-box and pulled out a 
sheaf of mail. He carefully sorted it, 
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tied a piece of cord around the stack 
of envelopes and then picked out the 
package which Silk had mailed. 

Though he watched narrowly, Silk 
could not see that Morgan betrayed any 
undue surprise. He simply thrust the 
package into his coat pocket, heedless 
of the bulge it made, and ambled out. 

Silk gave him about two minutes, 
then followed. He picked up Morgan’s 
trail easily. The man walked rapidly 
along the busy street and Silk, far in 
the background, felt reasonably secure. 
Morgan turned into a cafeteria, tipped 
his hat to the blond cashier and se- 
lected a table in a far corner. He placed 
his stack of mail on the table, took the 
package from his pocket and put that 
on the top. Then he picked up a tray 
and started serving himself at the food 
bars. 


ILK was outside the restaurant, 

but he could watch every move- 
ment the insurance agent made. He 
kept his eyes on the package. A 
white-coated bus boy, tray full of dirty 
dishes, approached the table while Mor- 
gan was busy at the counter. He 
swabbed the table and Silk saw one of 
the cleverest sleight of hand tricks it 
had been his privilege to observe in 
years. 

A package, the exact counterpart of 
the one that Silk himself had mailed, 
deftly replaced the original. The bus 
boy slipped the one he had stolen into 
a hip pocket that seemed to have been 
especially created to receive the bun- 
dle. 

When Morgan returned to his table, 
he saw nothing amiss. Butch sidled up 
to Silk without showing any recogni- 
tion. Silk’s lips barely moved. 

“Bus boy, now cleaning table in west 
corner. Watch service entrance of res- 
taurant. Trailhim. Send Carol over.” 

Butch leaned against a hydrant, in- 
serted a wooden match between his 
lips, chewed on it thoughtfully for a 
moment, then ambled off. It was done 
with a neatness and dispatch only 


rivaled by the way that bus boy had 
switched packages. 

Carol came along two minutes later. 
To her Silk gave other orders. 

“That smooth little guy just getting 
up with the mail in his hand. Watch 
out—he’s slippery. Carry on.” 

Carol paused to look in the window 
ofa hat store. When Morgan emerged, 
she turned away and followed him. Silk 
waited another minute, then went into 
the restaurant. 

He walked up to the blond cashier 
and didn’t blame Morgan for giving her 
the eye. 

“Mr. Morgan of the Security Insur- 
ance Company promised to meet me 
here,” he murmured. “I don’t know 
him. Will you point him out?” 

The girl said, “Sorry, Mister. He 
just went out this minute. Say, didn’t 
I see you in front of the window a min- 
ute or two ago. Why just think, he 
was in here—right over in that corner 
—and you were out there.” 

Silk clucked his tongue. “Think of 
it. Now that you mention it. I do 
remember seeing a handsome man at 
that table in the corner. He left his 
mail on the table when he went for his 
food. I thought it most careless of 
him.” 

The cashier flashed Silk a knowing 
look. 

“Well, he does that every day, just 
the same. I sort of keep my eye on 
his mail, but there ain’t no crooks 
around this rest’runt, Mister. We run 
a decent place. His mail is just as safe 
on the table as if a mailman had it.” 

Silk gave her a big smile and tipped 
his hat. 

“I can readily see that, or you 
wouldn’t be working here. Well, I'll 
catch up with Morgan later on. Thank 
you very much.” 

So Morgan made a habit of leaving 
his mail on the table. It was too 
damned careless a gesture to be on the 
level. He was getting rid of that re- 
cording, without actually contacting 
the agent who came for it. 
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Silk hegan walking rapidly in the di- 
rection which Carol had taken. 


CHAPTER XIII 


A Nice Old Lady 


she was coming back 
in a rush. She 
stopped him deliber- 
atély. 

“Silk, we’ve got to 
chance an open con- 
tact like this,” she 
said hurriedly. “I 
don’t know what to 
do. That awful man, Antal, is in the 
lobby of the insurance building. When 
Morgan went in, I saw Antal watch 
ever so carefully. I think he’s up to 
something.” 

“T think they are in cahoots if you 
should ask me, Miss Carol,” Silk said. 
“Morgan just passed that recording to 
a pal. Did it mighty neat too.” 

Carol’s hand gripped Silk’s forearm. 

“That isn’t the worst of it. Sergeant 
McGrath is also watching the building. 
And Antal has several men parked out- 
side. It looks to me like a kidnaping 
and if McGrath tries to stop them, he’ll 
be killed!” 

Silk said “O-o-o-h!” very slowly, 
then went on: “McGrath is a nuisance, 
but I know the master wouldn’t want 
him hurt. Here’s the angle. You tell 
the master. Don’t use a phone. Go to 
the house personally. [ll watch out 
here. If anything happens, I’ll phone. 
Have to take the chance. Run along 
now.” 

Silk ambled toward the ,jnsurance 
company’s massive structure. He saw 
McGrath across the street, eyeing the 
place suspiciously. Silk knew what 
McGrath was after. He had become 
just as suspicious of Morgan and Tu- 
nick as he was of the Black Bat. The 
policies of the murdered men had not 
been distributed to enough companies. 
Practically all of them were insured by 


HEN Silk met Carol. 


Tunick’s firm. Either someone was 
making a sucker out of Tunick or the 
president of the firm was milking his 
own business to the tune of millions. 

Silk had seen morning papers. The 
list of murders increased almost hourly, 
with the police working with frantic 
speed to uncover something—anything 
—so the newspapers would be satisfied. 

Five minutes after Silk took up a 
concealed post where he could watch 
proceedings, a woman of about sixty 
came out of the building. Tightly 
clutched between her wrinkled fingers 
were several documents that looked 
like insurance policies. She was 
dressed in mourning and the lines of 
her wrinkled face showed that she had 
suffered severely in the immediate past. 
She was such a simple soul, even try- 
ing to smile through her tears, that 
Silk, who knew every angle of the sob 
sister business, realized that she 
couldn’t be a fraud. She was much too 
genuine. 

Then he saw Antal emerge and give 
a covert signal. The car full of his gun- 
men began moving slowing down the 
street. Silk burst out into a sweat of 
horror. They were after the old 
woman. The were going to snatch her. 

Suddenly another complication arose. 
McGrath had straightened up. He knew 
Antal, had recognized him as a wanted 
man, and was swinging into action. 
Silk saw him reach for his service pis- 
tol. There was going to be a gun bat- 
tle and that old lady would be in the 
middle of it. Silk caught a hard 
breath and began running. 

At that moment Sergeant McGrath 
let out a lusty yell for Antal to stop. 
The gaunt killer turned with a snarling 
curse. McGrath rushed toward him, 
but in his concentration on the killer, 
McGrath missed the slowly moving car 
filled with gunmen. 

Antal’s lips parted in a sardonic 
scowl and he raised his hands. Mc- 
Grath drew out handcuffs and ap- 
proached Antal warily. Two men 
jumped out of the car. Both held 


60 BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE MAGAZINE 


clubbed guns. A pedestrian screamed. 
McGrath, caught between two fires, 
started to bring his gun down to — 
the advancing killers. 


“NTAL swung into action then. 
His big fist struck McGrath at the 
nape of the neck. The doughty de- 
tective-sergeant swayed like a drunken 
man and hit the sidewalk. Instantly 
the two gunmen picked him up, 
dragged him to the car and hurled him 
into it. A police whistle shrilled some- 
where and Antal began racing toward 
the old woman who had drawn back 
against a store window ‘to get out of 
harm’s way. 

Silk met Antal with a terrific thump. 
It seemed like an accidental collision to 
any observer, but Silk’s two fists 
smashed a pair of healthy blows to An- 
tal’s belly. The gaunt killer let out a 
roar of pain, swayed around, gripping 
‘his middle and emitting a string of 
curses. 

A patrolman swung around a corner 
and Antal hesitated, torn between the 
desire to snatch the old lady or run for 
it. He decided on the latter. So far as 
he could see, no one had suspected his 
intentions and the old lady could wait 
until a more opportune time. Antal 
jumped into the moving car and it 
roared away, taking the next corner on 
squealing tires. 

Silk moved to the old lady’s side and 
tipped his hat. 

“A nasty rumpus, madam,” he said. 
“T can see how it has affected you. 
May I offer you a lift?” 

The old lady clutched at Silk’s arm. 
“Oh yes—you’re so kind. Why, I— 
thought for a moment that I was really 
going to be hurt. That awful-looking 
man seemed to be coming for me. Of 
course it’s just my imagination, but I’m 
so upset—” 

Silk piloted her to a taxi. He did 
not ask where she lived. That could 
come later. Silk’s mind was reeling un- 
der the swift turn of events. While he 
~ hated to let McGrath be kidnaped, he 


would have hated himself more if any- 

thing happened to this kindly old lady. 
McGrath was a police officer, paid and 
trained to face danger. This woman 
would be as helpless as a two-weeks- 
old babe in the hands of men like Antal. 

Silk changed cabs twice, watching 
carefully to see that he was not fol- 
lowed. 

“Just a habit of mine,” he explained 
away his actions. “I like to ride and I 
like taxi drivers. By changing I’m able 
to give them all a little business.” 

Silk gulped and called himself a fool. 
If shé swallowed that line, she was as 
naive as any person he’d ever met. She 
swallowed it all right. 

“That’s very kind of you. But you 
don’t even know where I live, but it 
really isn’t much further. I can walk.” 

Silk shook his head. “I wouldn’t 
think of it. I'll see you right to your 
door, madam. If I’m not too inquisi- 
tive—you’ve lost someone dear, haven’t 
you?” 

She smiled wanly. “My grandson— 
Charlie’s boy. He was hit by a car only 
day before yesterday. The funeral is 
tomorrow—from the undertaker’s 
chapel. Now I’m all alone except for 
another grandson. My daughter’s boy. 
But let me tell you who Iam. You’ve 
heard of Arnold Bannister? I’m Beu- 
lah, his widow.” 

Silk almost jumped off the taxi seat. 
Beulah Bannister was a comparatively 
wealthy woman. Her late husband, a 
tire manufacturer, had left her com- 
fortably well off. No wonder Antal had 
laid crafty plans to snatch her. 

Then Silk thought of those papers 
the old lady held tightly in her hand. 
Silk knew how to handle people of her 
kind. All the old polish and suaveness 
of his confidence man career oozed out 
of every pore. 


ccy™ SO SORRY,” he said gently. 
“My name is Smith. I lost my 
dear ones years ago. If I could only 
be of some help to you. Oh, I know 
you have attorneys and men who 
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would fight to get a part of your 
money, Mrs. Bannister. That’s not my 
way. I like people for themselves. By 
the way—those papers in your hand. 
They look valuable. Hadn’t you better 
place them in your purse? Here—let 
me do it.” 

She.surrendered both her purse and 
the papers. Silk folded them once, but 
his keen eyes ran over the details on 
the title page of the first documents. 
He closed his eyes and shook his head. 
This old lady’s grandson had been in- 
sured against accidental death to the 
tune of two hundred thousand dollars 
—and that was only one of the insur- 
ance policies she held! 

A servant ran out to open the taxi 
door. The woman shook hands with 
Silk and bestowed a friendly smile on 
him. 

“IT won’t ask you in now, Mr. Smith. 
Things are so off balance, with the 
boy’s death and ali. I would appre- 
ciate your coming to tea some after- 
noon—in about a week. I won’t mind, 
you see, We are old people, you and I. 
We've grown to expect death, even if 
it comes to our dearest ones and not 
ourselves. I won’t be impairing the 
boy’s memory if you come for a 
friendly chat some afternoon. Good- 
bye—and thank you ever so much.” 

After she left, Silk found that his 
eyes were moist. Then, to the amaze- 
ment of the taxi driver, he snapped a 
searing oath. 

“If they’ve got plans to harm that 
old lady, I'll wring their filthy necks,” 
he told himself. Then aloud: “Driver, 
take me to Union Station. .. .” 

At home, waiting for Silk, Tony 
Quinn paced the narrow confines of his 
laboratory nervously. Delay irritated 
him and he should have heard from 
Silk hours ago. It wasn’t like Silk to 
permit so much time to pass unless 
something had happened to him. 
Semething he could not get out of. 

Then there was McGrath. Despite 
the bulldog tenacity he used in trying 
to connect Tony Quinn with the Black 


Bat, Quinn liked him for it. McGrath 
lent a certain spice of excitement to 
life. And he was honest, fair and as 
good a policeman as existed. 

Carol had arrived with her informa- 
tion and departed to hurry back to the 
insurance company building and watch 
for further developments. Suddenly 
the signal light, wired to the front 
porch, winked to indicate someone was 
approaching the door. Quinn picked 
up his cane, assumed the staring gaze 
of a blind man and hurried back to 
the living room. But it was only Silk 
who arrived. Silk, as alarmed as Quinn 
had ever seen him. 

“Have things happened!” He doffed 
his hat and slipped out of the disguise. 
“No need to worry about McGrath 
watching, sir. He’s been snatched — 
taken by Antal and his gunmen. 
Where? I don’t know, sir. There was 
an old lady—charming person. Antal 
was ready to snatch her when McGrath 
butted in. I hustled the old lady off 
and who do you think she was?” 

“Stop asking riddles,’ Quinn said 
tartly. “I’ve got to find McGrath. Oh, 
I’m sorry, Silk. I know you did the 
right thing in protecting the weman. 
Out with it. Who was she?” 

“Mrs. Beulah Bannister --and her 
grandson died yesterday, hit by a car 
—’ Silk paused and a horrified ex- 
pression came over his face. “I—I just 
thought of something, sir. The grand- 
son was killed by a car. He was in- 
sured for over two hundred thousand 
dollars. She was cashing in on his 
policies. Oh, what a sap I’ve been! 
She must be pert and parcel of the 


gang.” 


UINN whistled thoughtfully. 

“Maybe Silk. But it doesn’t 

sound quite right to me. We’ll have 
to look into it.” 

Silk looked puzzled. “The death of 
her grandson does smack of these dev- 
ils who operate the insurance racket. 
Only I—I can’t see how they’d have 
any hold on her, sir. She’s such a nice 
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old lady. She did mention another 
grandson, her daughter’s boy. He’s all 
she has left.” 

Quinn rubbed his chin. “We’ll have 
to watch her, Silk. Maybe for her own 
protection. But first I must find Mc- 
Grath before they kill him. They'll 
take their time about it and try to find 
out what McGrath has up his sleeve. 
He won’t talk, so he won’t be murdered 
at once. But we've lost the trail. 
Carol told me about the package and 
the bus boy. I haven’t heard from 
Butch yet, but he’ll report as soon as 
he knows anything. But we must find 
McGrath, then investigate the death of 
Mrs. Bannister’s grandson. Silk, I be- 
lieve we’re beginning to close in. If 
I have my way, the rest of the innings 
will be ours,” 

Silk went to his rooms te completely 
eradicate the disguise. 

It was an hour later when the phone 
rang. Silk answered it and stiffened 
to attention. Butch was calling, so ex- 
cited that he could hardly talk and 
complicating things by pretending he 
was the manager of a laundry calling. 

“The bundle you reported — Mr. 
Quinn’s—well, it—it’s gone. It must 
have been delivered to some other ad- 
dress, see? Maybe the party at two- 
three-five-six Boulevard Drive got it 
by mistake, see? I’m gonna find out 
if that’s what happened, see? And I’m 
busy—gotta be traveling, see?” 

Silk hung up quickly. He raced into 
the living room, but Tony Quinn, in 
his pose of a blind man, did not turn 
a hair. 

“It was Butch—he disguised the call. 
He mentioned the address at two- 
three-five-six Boulevard Drive, see? I 
mean—sir.” Silk blushed at the slip 
of the tongue. 

Quinn grinned broadly. 

“Butch evidently imparted some of 
his excitement to you, Silk. Anyway 
it’s what I’ve been waiting for. And, 
damn it, I must keep on waiting. It 
will be dark within an hour, I must 
restrain myself until then. It won’t be 


safe for me to prowl around until I’m 
in my own element — darkness. Get 


some coffee, Silk. And see to my guns. 
I’ve a feeling they’ll go into action to- 
night.” 


CHAPTER XIV 
To Save a Policeman 


UST as soon as it 
was dark enough to 
venture out, Tony 
Quinn’s personality 
slipped from him. 
Gone were the stark, 
staring eyes of a 
blind man. His re- 
signed, almost mo- 
rose look vanished. 

As the Black Bat he became alive and 

alert. His nerves were tingling, his 

eyes shining brilliantly. 

He gave Silk instructions to contact 
Carol at once and have her calJl on old 
Mrs. Bannister. She was to ingratiate 
herself in the old lady’s favor by some 
pretext or other. Carol could decide 
the circumstances, for she was clever 
enough to know where to draw the 
line. She was to be armed and ready 
for trouble. At the first sign of de- 
veloping danger she was to call the 
police and stand by Mrs. Bannister. 

“And you, Silk, will have to chance 
a caller here at this house. If anyone 
comes, we went for a drive and I’m 
walking alone in the park. Remind me 
to make a habit of that when we’re 
not busy on some case. It’s a good 
alibi and we need ’em. Conceal your- 
self and watch both Mrs. Bannister 
and Carol. If that skinny Antal shows 
up and tries to strike, shoot him. It’s 
the only way to handle cornered rats. 
I’m depending on you, Silk, old man.” 

Quinn drew on the floppy hat, slid 
down the ladder to the tunnel and in 
five minutes was behind the wheel of 
the car that Butch kept parked for his 
convenience, 

He headed west and turned up Bou- 


A 
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‘levard Drive. The name was more or 
less facetious for it was nothing like 
a boulevard. There were no trees at 
all—only dirty factory smokestacks 
rearing their heads above the squalid 
tenement houses, most of them empty 
because of government housing proj- 
ects being carried out in the vicinity. 

The number Butch had given proved 
to be a boarded-up old place that 
looked as though a good windstorm 
might blow it down. The Black Bat 
drove right by the place, slowly, for 
he knew that Butch was somewhere in 
the vicinity and would recognize the 
car. 

Ten blocks away the Black Bat 
turned around and came back. Before 
he neared the house, Butch jumped 
from a place of concealment and waved 
his hand. The Black Bat stopped and 
picked him up. 

“There’s five of ’em,” Butch reported 
excitedly. “I tailed the bus boy from 
the restaurant to this joint, and I been 
watchin’ the dump ever since they 
dragged McGrath inside. Boy, they 
sure didn’t handle him gentle! That 
big punk, Antal, took an awful swipe 
at the poor guy—damn near knocked 
McGrath’s head off—and all for 
nuthin’.” 

“We'll give them a taste of their own 
brand of medicine,” the Black Bat de- 
cided. “You have my permission to 
knock as many of their heads together 
as you can. With one stipulation. 
Antal belongs to me.” 

Butch made a wry face. 

“I knew they was a catch to it, Chief. 
I been wantin’ to bust that guy ever 
since I first laid eyes on him. But 
how do we start? They got a couple 
of hoods parked at windows upstairs 
and they got tommy-guns. I know, 
because even if the windows are all 
boarded up, they got ’em on hinges so 
they swing out. They loosened one for 
quick shootin’ and the wind banged it 
wide open. I saw the stutter gun, see?” 

“I think that we'll steal a police car,” 
the Black Bat said judiciously. “Under 


the circumstances—rescuing a police 
officer and all—we should feel free to 
use department equipment. What do 
you think, Butch?” 


UTCH’S jaw hung slackly down. 

“Sure, Chief. Sure—anythin’ 

you say. But a police car—what are 

we gonna do with it? Drive it through 
the front door?” 

The Black Bat grinned. “No, but 
we'll use it to drive those mugs to the 
front door. Keep your eyes peeled for 
a radio car. And Butch, be gentle with 
the patrolmen that we'll have to put 
out of commission temporarily.” 

Butch’s grin spread all over his face. 

They picked up a radio car in an 
outlying section, trailed it te a call box 
where one patrolman got out and 
phoned in. As he walked back to the . 
car, he heard a shout from behind one 
of the houses that lined the street. It 
was distinctly a call for help. 

“Let's go, Bill!” he 
“Sounds like trouble.” 

They left the car at the curb and 
raced down the street. A man was 
standing in a driveway waving his 
hands excitedly. They rushed up to 
him. 

“There’s a dead guy in my garage,” 
Butch gulped. “I just went in and there 
he was, all—” 

“Where?” both patrolmen chorused. 

Butch pointed and they headed for 
the place. They took, perhaps, three 
steps before two massive hands 
gripped each man by the nape of the 
neck. Butch raised both of them off 
their feet and before |either could 
gather his wits, he banged their heads 
together. Then Butch put them down 
carefully, found their handcuffs and 
used both pair to cuff wrists and an- 
kles. 

He tied efficient gags between their 
lips and carried them to the garage 
which the Bat had discovered to be as 
vacant as the house it belonged to. 
Butch put both men down, arose, and 
then bent down again to loosen their 


snapped. 
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collars. They seemed a little blue in 
the face. Butch made a sympathetic 
sound with his tongue. 

“Too bad. Imagine how them babies 
are gonna feel.” 

Then he closed the garage door, 
snapped a rusty padlock in place and 
ran to the street. The radio car pulled 
up with the Black Bat at the wheel. 
He sent it roaring back to Boulevard 
Drive and parked at an intersection. 
There the Black Bat fell to work with 
a screw driver, a wrench and a pair 
of pliers. Butch watched him mutely, 
unable to understand what all this fuss 
had to do with rescuing McGrath. 

At last the Black Bat was finished. 
He set the dashboard clock carefully, 
tested a few wires and then drove the 
car to within twenty feet of the ap- 
parently abandoned tenement, travel- 
ing the last couple of blocks without 
lights. He shut off the motor, signaled 
Butch to work quietly and both slipped 
out of the car, darted between two of 
the old tenements and reached the 
squalid courtyard in the rear. The 
Black Bat spoke low-voiced warnings 
from time to time and saved Butch 
several nasty falls over sagging clothes 
lines and tin cans. 

“We've got two minutes,” the Black 
Bat announced in a whisper. “Butch, 
you can’t see him, but there’s a man 
in the second floor window. That’s 
where they’ll be—on that floor. Now, 
here is the idea. They'll all rush to 
the front of the house. When that hap- 
pens, I’ll climb the porch and get in 
that window from which a gunner is 
now peeking. Those boards will be on 
a hinge, as you indicated. Ill get in 
easily. As soon as I vanish, you count 
up to fifty—slowly. Can you count that 
high?” 

“Huh!” Butch said. 
high as a hundred. 
what?” 


“I can go as 
Okay. Then 


HE Black Bat smiled and drew his 
hood over his shoulders. 
“Then you see what can be done 


about that locked door. Take it apart 
and go to town, Butch. No shooting 
unless absolutely necessary. There 
will be plenty of excitement without 
that. Ready?” 

Butch had no time to reply. From 
the street came the sudden wail of a 
siren. It grew and grew in intensity 
until the eerie screech seemed to enter 
their blood. The Black Bat, watching 
the window above carefully, saw the 
gunman vanish. Although there was 
no more than a two-inch crack in the 
boards, the Black Bat was able to spot 
the guard’s movements. 

“Now start counting!” he ordered 
Butch in a whisper. 

The Black Bat rushed across the 
yard, gave a leap and wound both arms 
around a porch pillar. He shinnied 
himself up expertly, reached the porch 
roof and darted for the window. He 
pulled back the boards that were nailed 
to what was practically a storm win- 
dow, and stepped inside. Whipping 
out his gun he looked through the 
darkness. There was no one in the 
room. 

Hurrying on, he reached a long hall- 
way off which several empty apart- 
ments led. From the front of the house 
he could hear harsh orders being given 
in Antal’s raucous tone. 

“Each man take a window and use 
them tommy-guns,” the gaunt man 
was saying. “Blast as many of the 
police as you can. I’ll take care of tHis 
wise guy Headquarters man in the 
back. Remember, make your slugs 
count. Drive ’em back and then we'll 
smash out of the cellar where the car 
is hidden, It’s a damn lucky thing we 
were set for this but I’d give my shirt 
to know how the police spotted this 
joint.” 

The siren was wailing away at a 
great clip. It sounded as though a 
hundred radio cars were converging on 
the scene. Echoes of empty buildings 
can give deceptive sounds. 

The Black Bat merged with the 
darkness and waited. In a second or 
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two Butch would come barging in. 
That would be the give-away. The 
Black Bat saw Antal, his gaunt, skinny 
frame plainly visible in the darkness as 
he hurried toward one of the tene- 
ments. A heavy pistol was in his hand 
and murder was in his eyes. 

Antal pushed open the door, hurried 
into a bedroom and stood over Mc- 
Grath. The detective-sergeant’s face 
was the color of raw beef from the slug- 
ging he had taken. Somebody had 
taken off his clothes which were draped 
over a nearby chair and he was in 
bloody pajamas too small for him. 
Blood caked his lips and matted his 
hair. But his eyes were defiant. 

“So they caught up with you, Antal,” 
he said coolly. “And you’re about to 
gun me. That won’t do you much good. 
You’re slated for the chair and it’s little 
matter if it’s for my murder or some- 
one else’s. You've killed enough men 
in your day.” 

“So,” Antal snarled. “Still wise, 
huh? Okay—lI’ll give it to you right 
in the belly so you'll be in misery for 


days and then you'll croak anyway.. 


Maybe they’ll get me, but you'll die, 
wise guy.” 

Antal pointed his gun down towards 
the man on the bed. His finger tight- 
ened against the trigger. Suddenly he 
became aware that one of the hinged 
windows had opened. A gray sort of 
light had drifted into the room. Antal 
raised his eyes—and felt the first wave 
of pure terror he had ever experienced. 

Silhouetted against the further wall 
was the shadowy image of a giant bat, 
with wings outspread like great talons 
ready to close about its prey. In all 
his mad career Antal had never seen 
anything more sinister. 


IS hand holding the gun trem- 
bled. His whole body broke out 

in a cold sweat. Palsied fingers let go 
of the gun and it clanged to the floor. 
He felt'a cold breeze—like the wings 
of death —fan the back of his neck. 
Antal opened his mouth for a convul- 


sive scream of terror. But a black-clad 
arm circled his neck, snapped his head 
back, and a fist crashed against the 
point of his jaw. 

As Antal lapsed into unconscious- 
ness he vaguely heard a terrific. crash- 
ing sound. Butch had broken in the 
door. 

Thugs, torn between the desire to 
protect themselves from the front or to 
see what was going on in the rear, gave 
way to panic. They fled for the cellar, 
but their paths crossed with that of 
Butch. 

A tommy-gun spat once, a brief 
round. The thugs were slammed mer- 
cilessly against walls, or picked up and 
swung like clubs to crash against the 
heads of their own mates. 

Butch was in action and he loved 
every minute of it. Big, brutal as only 
Butch could be when aroused, he 
moved about with amazing speed. 

Upstairs the Black Bat knelt beside 
McGrath. 

“They didn’t handle you any too 
gently, Sergeant,” he said. “Please 
bear with me if I have to be quick. 
That devil’s din outside is bound to 
draw a lot of police and I don’t care 
to meet any more than you, many 
thanks just the same.” 

McGrath’s face was a study in con- 
trasts. One moment he looked as 
though he would like to tackle the 
Black Bat, weak and hurt as he was. 
The next he looked as though he would 
like to hang a medal on his chest and 
shake his hand. 

From below came Butch’s hoarse 
bellow. 

“All clean, Chief!” 

“Beat it!” the Black Bat called back. 
“Travel fast.” : 

Butch did not pause to question the 
Black Bat’s methods. He scurried out 
into the back yard and leaped over a 
fence. In half a second he was gone 
from sight. 

The Black Bat stripped off the tight 
wires that bound McGrath. The detec- 
tive-sergeant tried to arise, but his 
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arms and legs were temporarily para- 
lyzed. He groaned and sank back on 
the floor. The Black Bat hastily 
stripped off the pajamas and somehow 
managed to get him in his clothes, then 
lifted him, like a child. He headed for 
the door. Antal, on the floor, groaned 
and clawed at the wall near him. 

“That guy,” McGrath said. “He’s 
wanted. Wisconsin wants him on a 
charge of murder and I want him to 
resist arrest so I can paste his nose 
around to the back of his rotten head.” 

“Sorry.” The Black Bat scampered 
down the stairs with McGrath slung 
over his shoulder. “Antal is the only 
man who will lead us to the real brains 
of this murder gang. I’m coming back 
for him.” 


CHAPTER XV 
The Truce 


ELPLESS, McGrath 
lapsed into silence. 
There were sounds 
of activity in front 
of the house now. 
Other police cars, 
drawn by the howl- 
ing siren, had ar- 
rived. The Black Bat 
dashed down the cel- 

lar steps and discovered a sedan down 
there, headed straight toward one sec- 
tion of brick wall. He put McGrath 
into the front seat of the car, ran over 
to the wall and made a quick examina- 
tion. 

“Looks like the real thing,” he said 
as he slid behind the wheel, “but it’s 
only lightly put together for just such 
an emergency. Hang onto your hat, 
Mac. Here we go! I haven’t time 
for Antal now, because he won’t do 
me any good if those police arrest me.” 

The sedan shot forward just as Antal 
stumbled into the cellar. He saw the 
car crash through the wall as though 
it had been made of flimsy paper. 
Bricks toppled from masonry pur- 


posely put together with weak cement. 
The car ripped a vast hole through the 
wall, turned in the rear yard and 
headed down the driveway. 

There were several shots, and shouts 
for the car to stop. Antal began run- 
ning. He, too, went through that hole 
and vanished into the darkness before 
police could surround the place. 

“Fine thing,” McGrath grumbled as 
the sedan shot between the thin line 
of patrolmen. Bullets smacked against 
the bullet-proofed glass window. “Me, 
running from my own men. But you're 
head man, Bat. I’m in your hands and 
I don’t qualify that statement at all.” 

“Thanks for having faith,” the Black 
Bat answered. 

“Hell!” McGrath snapped. “It’s not 
that. My arms and legs won’t move. 
Those wires cut off all circulation. 
Say, what siren was that anyhow? The 
boys didn’t show for ten minutes after 
it started to wail.” 

The Black Bat chuckled. “I swiped 
a radio car, arranged the wiring to the 
dash clock and set it so that the siren 
would go off after I had time to slip 
into the house. It drew the guards 
away from the rear.” 

McGrath could not conceal his feel- 
ings. 

“Nice work,’ he complimented. 
“And believe me I never thought I'd 
be handing out any compliments to the 
Black Bat.” 

The Black Bat lost any chance of 
pursuit, for this sedan had plenty of 
power under her bullet-dented hood. 
Finally he turned off the road and up 
a quiet lane. He stopped the car and 
doused the lights. 

“Like a couple of sweethearts on 
Lover’s Lane, Sergeant,” he said glee- 
fully. “But we'll talk instead of neck. 
You’ve got to be reasonable for the 
time being. We’re in this together or 
I’d never have bothered to save you 
from Antal and his precious mob.” 

“It’s a truce,” McGrath agreed. 
“But it only lasts until we finish this 
talk, get me? After we part this time, 


I'll hunt you down, Bat. Vil track you 
down if I’m old and feeble when I 
finally land you. Go ahead—what do 
you want to know?” 

The Black Bat rolled down a win- 
dow. He regarded McGrath intently 
a moment. Then he said: 

“We know an insurance murder ring 
is in operation. We know that a great 
number of people have been killed so 
their insurance could be collected. We 
know that Antal is first lieutenant for 
some warped-brained monster who 
wants to roll in wealth at the expense 
of as many human lives as becomes 
necessary. That’s all—so far. Have 
you any ideas?” 


acters shook his head. 

“Nothing but a lot of suspi- 
cions that peter out every time we try 
to get something concrete.” 

“What about Dr. Luddy and Para- 
don, that shyster attorney?” the Black 
Bat asked. 

McGrath emitted a whistle of sur- 
prise. 

“So you did pay Dr. Luddy a visit! 
We thought he was off his track. I 
don’t know about him. We once sus- 
pected he might be back of a big drug 
syndicate, but the Federal boys cleaned 
up the mess and there were no ties to 
Luddy. Paradon—I didn’t even know 
he was interested, but that’s something 
to work on. That guy would gyp his 
grandmother out of her admittance 
card to a home for the aged.” 

“What of Peter Galvin?” the Black 
Bat asked. “Has he been approached 
again? He was paid that policy and 
Antal certainly wanted to lay his hands 
on the check.” 

“He’s staying under cover,” McGrath 
said. “We’ve got four men posted 
around his house. If Antal shows 
there, he'll get his head blasted off. 
And is Galvin sore? Says we're inter- 
fering with his happy home life. Say, 
that guy hasn’t had a happy home since 
he found out there were such things as 
blondes. And say, we found a torpedo 
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named Collins in that house where you 
battled yesterday. He was shoved in 
a closet. Somebody put a gun right 
against the back of his head and let 
him have it. Know anything about 
that?” 

“Antal, Sergeant. He received his 
orders to kill him.” The Black Bat 
sighed. “Our little conference has 
come to naught, Sergeant. I leave 
in your hands the guarding of Galvin 
and his family. We'll go back to town 
now and I'll drop off at a convenient 
spot.” 

McGrath was massaging his hands 
slowly. Without looking up, he spoke. 

“Okay. But don’t get any funny 
ideas that I'll stop trying to run you 
down. I’m grateful for the way you 
risked your neck to save mine. I—I 
guess I’ve never said that to anybody 
before. Just the same I mean it. And 
—I don’t think you killed that hood- 
lum we found lashed to the cemetery 
fence. I don’t think I ever believed it, 
but sometimes it helps a guy’s ego 
along if he thinks the worst of his— 
er—enemies.” 

“I didn’t kill him,” the Black Bat 
said sincerely. “I left him there, tied, 
and with one of my calling cards pasted 
on his forehead. The man who mur- 
dered him also murdered Lew Scott, 
Assistant Coroner Crawford and Jim 
Fisher. He killed them so they wouldn’t 
expose the operations of the insurance 
ring. Ralph Galvin’s body was spirited 
away and a stranger put in his place. 
However, I know that young Galvin 
was poisoned—with arsenic. You 
slipped up there, Sergeant. One of 
the three men who were killed con- 
cealed an envelope with a tuft of hair 
snipped from Galvin’s head. It showed 
that there was plenty of arsenic in his 
system.” 

“Hmmm,” McGrath muttered. “So 
you’re a chemist along with other 
things. Very well. We part when you 
say so and then the truce is over. I 
won’t meet you under circumstances 
like these again because, after all, Iam 
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a law officer with an oath of office to 
uphold. You’re a criminal—an out- 
law.” 

The Black Bat laughed and nosed in 
to the curb. 

“This is a nice desolate spot and not 
so far from civilization that you’ll get 
flat feet in walking back. Also it will 
prevent you from contacting Head- 
quarters and throwing out a dragnet 
for this car.” 


C GRATH got out. 

“Thanks again,” he said. “I’m 
grateful. Two minutes—two minutes 
hell—two seconds more and I’d have 
been dead. I still think you made a 
mistake in letting Antal go. He’s 
bourid to keep under cover from now 
on,” 

“Antal”’—the Black Bat leaned out of 
the car a trifle—‘“will watch himself, 
but I happen to know that he will also 
show his fine hand soon. He’s got to, 
and I also know where he’ll strike. 
Good night, Sergeant. And happy 
hunting for—the Black Bat.” 

In the rear view mirror the Black 
Bat saw McGrath start hiking, shaking 
his head from side to side like a sorely 
puzzled man. But the Black Bat had 
ho notions about McGrath relaxing his 
vigilance. If anything, he would stick 
closer than ever to the Black Bat’s 
tral a 

Butch was impatiently waiting in the 
secret laboratory when the Black Bat 
reached his own home He slipped out 
of his encompassing black clothing and 
donned his usual gray tweed trousers, 
his white shirt with a gay bow tie and 
the smoking jacket. He tamped a pipe 
full of tobacco, lit it and leaned back 
comfortably. 

“What happened to McGrath?” 
Butch asked. “Didn’t he put up an ar- 
gument?” 

“With the man who saved him from 
death?” The Black Bat laughed. “No, 
Butch, we had a truce, but its ended 
now. He may even call here to see if 
Tony Quinn is home, but the signal 


will warn me if he or anyone else ap- 
proaches.” 

Butch scowled. “I know McGrath’s 
got a right to live, see? But he’s out 
to get you. All we did was save him 
so he could keep on lookin’. But”— 
Butch’s face lighted up—‘did I have 
fun! Say, one of them bozos figured he 
could knock me cold with a right to 
the jaw. I just stuck out my chin and 
let him paste me. I didn’t blink. But 
he did—when I banged his noggin 
against one of them fancy stairway 
posts. Busted it, I did—the post, I 
mean. What’s next, Chief?” 

“Sleep for you, Butch. And don’t 
get me wrong. Rescuing McGrath was 
the only decent thing we could have 
done. And it did provide me with 
something to chew on. Without know- 
ing it, he gave me a tip. A meager 
one, but enough. We'll see if it grows 
to man-size before we sail in. Good 
night, Butch. Stand by for orders in 
the morning.” 

Butch ambled over to the hidden 
door like some well pleased Great 
Dane. He did not bother to use the 
ladder leading into the tunnel. He just 
jumped. After all, it was not more than 
two feet deeper than Butch’s own hulk. 

When he was gone, Quinn picked up 
his cane and went into the living room. 
He sat down and permitted that staring 
look to come over his eyes like a film. 
He was blind Tony Quinn again, the 
ex-district attorney who had been ren- 
dered wholly useless to the world by 
the cowardly actions of a gangster. 

He was still seated there, intent on 
the problems circling through his mind 
when he heard a tapped signal on the 
other side of the secret door. He arose 
and walked over to a window. Sud- 
denly he raised it and although any 
watcher would have believed a blind 
man was just trying to get a breath of 
fresh air, the Bat was listening intently. — 

The slightest movement in the brush, 
the faintest breathing of an excited per- 
son hidden in the darkness, wotild have 
warned him. Satisfied that no one 


lurked outside, he closed the window, 
‘locked it and drew the shade. Casually 
he repeated the performance with all 
the other curtains. Then he went to 
the laboratory door, opened it and took 
both of Carol’s hands. 


©@H DON’T know what I’d do with- 

out you, Carol,” he said simply. 
“When there is brain work to be done, 
I depend on you.” 

Carol smiled and pressed his hands 
warmly. 

“You underestimate Silk, darling. 
He’s doing a rather good job too. And 
Butch—why he’s as faithful as any man 
can be. But listen to what I’ve dis- 
covered. I went to Mrs. Bannister’s— 
and Tony, she’s the nicest old lady I’ve 
ever met. That boy who is to be buried 
in the morning—she lived for him. It 
was an awful blow, but she is trans- 
ferring her affections to another grand- 
son—Newman Recor, his nameis. Her 
daughter’s boy. Not that she didn’t 
love him before. That woman loves 
everyone.” 

“Listen, Carol,” Quinn said quietly. 
“Have this in mind as you tell me what 
happened. Mrs. Bannister will inherit 
a large sum of money by reason of her 
grandson’s death. Granted that she is 
well off already, some people don’t 
know when to stop. Is she capable 
of planning murder for money?” 

Carol’s laugh warmed Quinn’s heart. 
Laughter had gone out of his life be- 
fore she entered it. He had lived in 
somber darkness until she came. Carol 
was like a tonic to him. His eyes, no 
longer filmed with the stare of the 
blind, told her this. She flushed just 
a little. 

“Mrs. Bannister wouldn’t kill a 
canary bird for a million dollars if she 
was starving to death. No, Tony, I 
give you my word that she is just as 
nice as she looks. But the grandson— 
Newman Recor. He is an undiluted 
heel.” 

Tony smiled. “I gather you don’t 
like him. Who does he hang out with?” 
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“The only people who will have any- 
thing to do with him are those who | 
want to profit by the spending money 
his grandmother gives him. Tony, I 
went to Mrs, Bannister and lied myself 
blue in the face. I hated to do it, but 
there was no other way and, after all, 
we are trying to help the poor old soul. 
I told her that her grandson, the one 
who is being buried in the morning, 
was in love with me and that we 
planned to be married. Do you know 
what she said?” 

Quinn shook his head. 

“That I could come and live with her, 
just as though we had been married.” 
—Quinn lit Carol’s cigarette. 

“What I’m getting at is this, Carol,” 
he said. “If Mrs. Bannister profited by 
her, grandson’s death and he was mur- 
dered—of which I’m reasonably certain 
—then someone else wants to cut in 
on her money. That can be done only 
through an intermediary. Now if this 
other grandson you’ve described in- 
herits her estate and he is under the 
domination of the man behind this mur- 
der ring—well, we’ve got something to 
work on.” 


AROL’S eyes grew wide in horror. 

“You mean they’ll deliberately 

kill that nice old lady? They’ll mur- 

der her just so that nit-wit of a grand- 

son can get her money? Tony! No 

warm-blooded human being would do 
such a thing.” 

Quinn smiled crookedly. 

“Pm not talking about warm- 
blooded, human beings, Carol. It’s 
cold-blooded, merciless killers we’re 
dealing with. Think! They’ve al- 
ready killed thirty people that we know 
of so far. Would one more life make 
any difference? Not to them, and our 
aim is to stop them from carrying out 
their plans. Mrs. Bannister’s fortune, 
increased largely by the insurance pol- 
icies, would put them all on Easy 
Street, wind up their operations. She’s 
a last resort, a final blow. 

“But when they strike, we'll be wait- 
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ing to take up some of the slack so 
Mrs. Bannister won’t have to suffer. 
Phone Butch when you get back to 
your apartment. Tell him to join Silk 
and say they are to keep their eyes 
open. I’m making a little call about 
four A. M. when the going is clear. In 
the morning I'll prepare to outwit those 
killers and land them where they be- 
long. In the electric chair.” 


CHAPTER XVI 


Secret of the Recordings 


UMBLY Quinn 

helped Carol down 
the ladder. When 
she was gone, he 
called himself all 
kinds of a fool. He 
should have taken 
her in his arms and 
told her of the love 
that filled his heart. 
Yet—he couldn’t. The Black Bat’s 
career was too hazardous, and if he 
slipped back into the old routine of 
Tony Quinn, blind man, he would cheat 
her out of the best part of life. Out 
of youth and romance and love. 

He looked in a mirror at the hideous 
scars buriied deep in his face. Carol 
was used to them, or even she would 
flinch. He had seen men do it; men 
who did not know he could see. No, 
until the Black Bat’s work was done 
Carol weuld be—just Carol. There 
was no solution to this problem. 

Quinn stumbled back into the living 
room and rested until it was time for 
him to act again. Then he donned 
the black clothing of the Black Bat, 
slipped out of the house and made his 
way by devious routes to the spot 
where he had parked Butch’s car when 
they had hijacked the police radio 
cruiser. 

He drove through the business cen- 
ter of the city, now quiet and deserted, 
for it lacked only about two hours of 
dawn. Making sure that no patrolmen 


were in the vicinity, the Black Bat 
turned sharply and rolled down a de- 
livery driveway to the rear of the Se- 
curity Insurance Company’s huge 
home office building. 

Donning his hood he crept softly to- 
ward the service entrance. He got in 
easily, crouched in the darkness until 
he saw watchmen pass by on their 
rounds. Then he reached the stairway 
and went up it, making no more sound 
than a ghost. 

He stopped in front of Ronald Tu- 
nick’s private office, quietly forced an 
entrance and moved toward the big 
desk occupying one corner of the room. 
The fact that he needed no light in con- 
nection with his work helped greatly. 
Twice watchmen paced by the door 
without pausing. The Black Bat went 
to work swiftly. In one drawer which 
he skillfully unlocked, he discovered a 
sealed package, similar in size and with 
the same brand of wrapping paper that 
had been used for the bundle sent by 
Antal. He shook it, heard the muffled 
thump of a record cylinder and pro- 
ceeded to open the package carefully. 

Removing a record, he thrust it into 
his pocket, then made his way to the 
office of Tunick’s private secretary. 
There he found a dictaphone machine. 
He appropriated a record which he 
placed in the package instead of the 
one he had found there, then retied the 
package deftly until only close exami- 
nation would show that it had been 
tampered with. 

He went through the papers in Tu- 
nick’s desk, found a personal checkbook 
and discovered that Tunick Was over- 
drawn almost five hundred dollars. A 
curt notice from the bank indicated that 
no more checks would be honored with- 
out a deposit. 

Then, between the back pages of the 
checkbook, the Black Bat saw some- 
thing that really made his eyes widen 
in surprise. It was a check, made out 
to Peter Galvin for two hundred and 
fifty thousand dollars covering pay- 
ment of his son’s insurance policy. 
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The Black Bat turned it over. The 
check had been endorsed in favor of 
Tunick—for value received. He drew 
a sharp breath. What was this check 
doing here? Had Galvin after all paid 
over the check as demanded by the in- 
surance ring? If so— 

The Black Bat replaced the check 
and arose. He walked softly to the 
door, listened a moment, and when he 
was certain that the way was clear he 
slipped out. 


E reached his car without incident 
and got behind the wheel. As he 
felt for the starter button, he suddenly 
froze. High up on the side of the in- 
surance company’s building, a man was 
slowly being lowered from a window. 
He sat in what seemed to be a painter’s 
chair. The descent was checked just 
outside what the Black Bat knew to be 
Tunick’s private office. The man raised 
the window without any trouble and 
eased himself inside. 

Ordinary sight would never have 
been able to follow the events of the 
next two or three minutes, but the 
penetrating power of the Black Bat’s 
eyes enabled him to watch the intruder 
return to the window, stuffing a pack- 
age into his shirt. Unquestionably it 
was the package containing the record 
that the Black Bat had left in place 
of the real one—which was now in the 
Bat’s own pocket. 

The man climbed into his precarious 
seat, waved a hand and was rapidly 
raised to another window two stories 
above Tunick’s office. The Black Bat 
did not wait to see any more. There 
was no question in his mind but that 
underlings of the murder ring had ma- 
neuvered this stealthy bit of burglary. 

The Black Bat did not want under- 
lings, and he had an idea that the 
record which he had appropriated 
might provide a lead to the man behind 
this grim business. Also there was no 
time in which to attempt a roundup of 
the men in that building. The moment 


it was discovered that the record was 
a fake, the whole gang might swing 
into action. 

Driving back home, the Black Bat 
parked the car in the usual place and 
in the security of his laboratory, he 
went to work. First of all he made 
a careful examination of the record, 
checking it especially for fingerprints. 
But he knew that Antal and the man 
who paid him were both clever enough 
not to leave such significant clues. He 
found nothing on the record. 

Then he went into another room, 
carried a play-back machine into the 
sound-proof laboratory and inserted 
the record. He turned on the machine 
and groaned aloud as the melody of 
an old air greeted him. The music was 
as ancient as the tune. Just another one 
of Tunick’s collections. 

But the Black Bat’s methods were 
amazing in detail. He was certain that 
this recording was a message of some 
sort. He placed it on the laboratory 
bench and lined up several standard 
dictaphone cylinders beside it. First of 
all, he compared the records. There 
seemed to be no appreciable difference 
until he weighed them. The one he 
had taken from Tunick’s office was al- 
most fifty grams heavier than the 
others. 

He used a pair of fine calipers to 
measure the thickness of the records. 
Tunick’s was thicker; only a matter of 
fractions, but bulkier nevertheless. 

He took down text books and 
studied the composition of dictaphone 
records until he. knew every process 
involved in their manufacture. Then 
he tit a Bunsen burner, held one of 
his own records in the flame for a 
second and nothing happened beyond 
a little smoke. He dared not risk their 
destruction by fire so he started an 
electric furnace and thrust the same 
record inside. 

After five minutes he removed it 
with a pair of tongs. It was intact. 
Then he shoved Tunick’s record into 
the furnace and through the glass win- 
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dow he saw an amazing transformation 
take place. The whole outside of the 
record seemed to melt and slide away 
like an orange peel. Quinn’s breathing 
was fast as he fished the record out 
and wiped off the melted substance. 


E LET it cool and saw the tiny 
grooves inscribed on it by a re- 
cording machine. He knew now how 
Antal sent his messages without fear 
of detection. The real message was 
inscribed and overlaid with this sub- 
stance sifmilar to the record itself. 
Then the transcription of a genuine old 
record was put on it. 

The man to whom the message was 
being sent had only to melt off the sur- 
face and play the recording under- 
neath! 

Quinn slipped the record on the ma- 
chine, snapped the switch and Antal’s 
raucous voice greeted him. 


I advertised, as directed, in the personal 
columns ef the Star-Chronicle so you'd know 
I couldn’t send these records through the 
usual source. One messenger, and his record, 
disappeared. I haven’t been able to find out 
what happened, but I think the Black Bat 
had a hand init. The record showed up to- 
day, mailed to the regular post-office box 
just as I’d sent it. Morgan picked it up on 
schedule and it was lifted in the usual man- 
ner, but the bus boy brought it to me be- 
cause he figured it was a set-up. The Black 
Bat is working hard and he’s busted up 
plenty of my boys. However I have five 
new gorillas coming in from Philly to- 
night and we’re set to play the trump card. 
Things are ready at the old lady’s. The kid 
is ready to play and fell for our line like the 
sucker he is. We get him an alibi, snatch the 
old lady and dump her in the bay. We'll 
make it look as though she either knocked 
herself off or fell in the drink by accident. 
The kid inherits and we take him for all he 
gets. Then his lights go out. I’m having 
one of my boys put this record in Tunick’s 
office, as you instructed. It'll be done after 
hours, but if Tunick should happen to blow 
in, he'll just think it came in the regular 
mail. At dawn we take the old lady and 
clean up. I took care of Collins all right, 
but I think it was a mistake. He wasn’t a 
snitch and I can’t figure what he knew to 
make him so dangerous. 


The record ended and Quinn shut off 
. the instrument. There were no win- 
dows in this laboratory and he hurried 


into the living room. Gray dawn was 
just filtering through the windows. 
Dawn! The zero hour when Mrs. Ban- 
nister was to be kidnaped and mur- 
dered! 

Silk and Butch were on guard, true. 
But would they be able to stop the 
crime? Quinn had no time to lose. It 
would be highly dangerous for the 
Black Bat to operate by day, but this 
time he had no choice. The murder 
ring was depending on cleaning up 
after this job. The millions in it would 
put them all in the financial high 
brackets. 

He left his hood off, but drew the 
soft hat well down over his face to 
hide the scars, grateful that it was still 
too early in the morning for the city 
to have awakened. 

He drove straight to Mrs. Bannis- 
ter’s mansion home. As he rode by 
it, he saw no Sign of Silk, nor of Butch. 
The Black Bat’s heart almost ceased 
to beat. Either of them should have 
recognized the car and given a signal 
of their presence, 

It meant but one thing to the Black 
Bat. Mrs, Bannister had been already 
snatched and Silk and Butch were 
either on the trail, or had been kid- 
naped too! 

* * #8 

ILK, hidden in the darkness out- 
side Mrs. Bannister’s home, had 
welcomed dawn with sheer relief. 
Butch was parked on the other side of 
the house and he, too, would be grate- 
ful for the gray light. Now it would 

be much easier to watch. 

Silk stretched, yawned, and tried to 
work off the chill that had settled in 
his bones. Then he paused. A car had 
stopped half a block up the street and 
he saw indistinguishable forms slip 
through the gray dawn toward Mrs. 
Bannister’s house. Silk drew a gun 
and snapped off the safety. But when 
he saw that there were four men, he 
held his fire. 

Butch also saw the approaching men 
but, like Silk, he kept under cover. Not 


that either man bothered to think of 
his own danger. It was Mrs. Bannister 
_ of whom they theught. This mob 

would strike fast if things happened. 
Silk groaned and wished the Black Bat 
were at his side. 

Two of the men, with guns in their 
hands, took up a position on the front 
porch, concealing themselves from the 
street by standing behind high shrubs. 
The other two, with the gaunt Antal 
in the lead, stepped up to the front 
door, used a key and entered. 

They were gone about three or four 
minutes and when they emerged Antal 
held old Mrs, Bannister cradled in his 
arms, By the way her arms and legs 
sagged limply, Silk knew that she was 
unconscious. 

A wave of hatred such as Silk had 
never before known surged up within 
him. He drew a bead on one of the 
gunmen, but wisdom overcame pure 
impulse. Shooting would only endan- 
ger Mrs. Bannister’s life now. The 
best thing was to follow and watch for 
the slightest opening. 

One of the crooks gave a low whistle. 
The car, parked up the street, rolled to 
the curb in front of the house, Half 
a minute later it pulled away. The 
kidnaping had been done quietly and 
expertly, 

Silk did not hesitate for a second, 
Racing toward the rear of the house, 
he signaled Butch to hurry, and tried 
to open the garage doors, Huge sta- 
ples, held with padlocks, prevented 
him. 

Butch grunted, pushed Silk out of 
the way and seized one of the locks, 
He heaved, his mighty shoulders 
bringing every muscle into play. Grad- 
ually he pulled the big staples out of 
the wood, He opened the door. Silk 
nodded his thanks. 

“Find the Bat,” he told Butch in a 
whisper. “Tell him what’s happened, 
and act fast. I’ll follow the car. When 
I find out where they are taking Mrs. 
Bannister, I'll phone.. Beat it!” 

Butch moved away. Silk climbed 


THE BLACK BAT STRIKES AGAIN 73 


into Newman Recor’s flashy roadster 
and prayed that he would not awaken 
anyone in the heuse when he tramped 
on the starter. The motor responded 
smoothly. Silk shot out of the garage, 
turned right, and saw the kidnap car. 
vanish around a corner five or six 
blocks up the street. Silk took the next 
turn, came out on an avenue and picked 
up the trail. 

It took him well out of the city and 
gradually he realized they were head- 
ing for the harbor. Silk gulped and 
broke out into a cold sweat. It was 
easy enough to steal a car, but if they 
went aboard some sea-going craft, he 
would be in a tough spot. Silk did not 
know much about sailing and stealing 
a boat was a little beyond his depth. 

When the sedan slowed, turned and 
entered a garage at the rear of a once 
exclusive yacht club, Silk stopped his 
own car and got out. He began run- 
ning, veered to the left, and reached 
the end of a pier. Frem there he could 
see that a trim yacht was tied up to 
the dock in front of the yacht club. 

“Steam up?” Antal emerged, calling. 


- “Good! We sail in two minutes.” 


CHAPTER XVII 
Silk Is Trapped 


NEASILY Silk real- 
ized that he would 
have no opportunity 
to warn the Black 
Bat. There were no 
phones around, and 
he had only two min- 
utes anyway. 

Stripping off his 
coat, he kicked off 
his shoes and lashed his gun around 
his neck with his tie, Extra cartridges 
were in his trouser pocket and he did 
not believe he would be in the water 
long enough to spoil them. Climbing 
down a ladder, he slipped into the 
water, Never a strong swimmer, Silk 
kept close to the docks, 


As he neared the yacht, he dived and 
swam under water until he thought his 
lungs would burst. Then he bobbed 
up again and discovered that he was 
under the stern of the yacht. He seized 
a rope dangling overside and went up 
it like a monkey. There was no one 
on deck when he shoved his head over 
the rail. The crew was below, getting 
ready to sail. 

Silk patted on bare feet across the 
deck, listened for a second at the com- 
panionway and when he heard nothing, 
he slipped down it, selected a cabin and 
hid in its narrow clothes closet. 

Two or three minutes went by. 
He felt the ship tremble as engines 
throbbed. He heard voices and the 
sound of someone in the cabin. Silk 
pushed open the door a crack. Antal 
was placing Mrs. Bannister on the bed. 
Her wrists and ankles were taped with 
adhesive, but her eyes were open and 
shining in terror. 

Antal strode toward the door. 

“She'll keep,” he growled. “One of 
you mugs stay outside this cabin and 
see that nobody gets in. We’re head- 
ing out to sea until we’re sure nobody 
is on our trail. I sort of have a feeling 
that house was being watched, and I’m 
taking no chances.” 


ILK spent the next five minutes in 
loading his cartridge clip with 
comparatively dry bullets. Then he 
crept into the cabin and tiptoed over 
‘to where Mrs. Bannister lay. Silk was 
in the same disguise he had assumed 
the day he had first encountered the 
old lady. She recognized him instantly 
and mild reproach shone in her eyes. 
Silk smiled at her reassuringly, bent 
down and put his lips against her ear. 
“I’m not one of these crooks,” he 
whispered. “I saw them take you and 
I followed. Don’t be afraid! [ll get 
you out of this mess.” 

She moved her head up and down 
in a token of understanding Silk 
snapped a bullet into the magazine of 
his gun and went back to his hiding 
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place. After a few moments he heard 
the cabin door open and his heart 
pounded with excitement. A man was 
slowly advancing toward Mrs. Bannis- 
ter, a glittering knife held high. On 
his face was a scowl and his eyes shone 
with the light of murder. 

Silk slipped out of the closet, gun 
ready. 

“Slow up!” he said softly. “Drop 
that knife or T’ll drop you.” 

Then, to Silk’s horror, the would-be 
killer, turned around with a broad grin. 
Silk sensed his danger, turned his head 
and groaned. Antal and two of his 
men were crowded in the doorway, 
guns covering Silk. He had walked 
into a well planned trap! 

Antal strode forward. He wrenched 
the gun out of Silk’s grasp and whipped 
him across the face with it. 

“Of all the saps!” he exulted. “You 
swim out here, crawl on deck, and for- 
get all about the nice trail of water 
you left behind. I figured you’d be hid- 
ing in here and you’d maybe be armed. 
So I framed this phony bump-off with 
a knife, because I knew it would draw 
you out. Now you'll go into the drink 
with the old lady. Only they'll find 
her floating around, and they won’t 
find you because I'll put enough 
weights on your legs so you'll stand 
on the bottom of the ocean until you 
rot.” 

Silk said nothing. A little blood 
oozed out of the corner of his mouth 
from a badly cracked lip. The left side 
of his face was swelling rapidly as a 
result of the cowardly blow Antal had 
administered. 

All he prayed for was one chance to 
take Antal by surprise. If he only 
could, Silk promised himself he would 
dispose of the gaunt, evil-faced killer 
for good. 

Two of the crooks bound Silk hand 
and foot. He was flung on the floor 
and left there. 

“Mr. Smith,” a feeble voice called. 
“Mir. Smith.” 

Silk turned his head. He recalled 
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_ that he had given Mrs. Bannister that 
name. She was looking at him sadly, 
but without a trace of fear, 

“They are going to kill us, aren’t 
they? You shouldn’t have tried to pro- 
tect me. [I’m an old woman, Dying 
isn’t so hard for me.” 

“We're not dead yet,” Silk said say- 
agely, “Something will happen. It’s 
beund to.” 

But in his own mind Silk felt sure 
that they were both doomed. How 
could help reach them? No one knew 
where they were headed except Antal 
and possibly the captain of this yacht. 


RS. BANNISTER sighed in de- 
Spair, 

“I—I don’t know what to think, Mr. 
Smith,” she said tremulously, “My 
grandson’s funeral is this morning, I 
can’t understand why they took me 
away. If it’s ransom they want, why 
don’t they say so? I haven’t much cash 
—-my holdings are tied up in bonds— 
but I'll pay all I can.” 

Silk turned his head away. He did 
not want her to see his face for Silk 
realized what it all meant. There 
would be no ransom; not when they 
could murder her as easily as they 
could a two-day-old kitten, With her 
death proved, after her body was dis- 
covered, Newman Recor, her precious 
grandson, would come into the insur- 
ance money and the rest of her estate, 
and from him it would swiftly pass into 
the hands of whoever had directed this 
mad scheme, 

Time dragged past. Then the cabin 
door opened. Two men stepped in. 
Both of them held rusty chains. They 
let them fall to the floor with a crash, 
Antal ambled into the cabin and eyed 
Silk with a fishy stare. 

“I don’t know what your angle in 
this business happens to be,” he 
snarled, “and I don’t care. Maybe 
you're a private detective set to guard 
the old woman; maybe you’re from the 
police, or are a stooge for the Black 
Bat. I know you ain’t the Black Bat 


because he’s a bigger guy than you. 
Anyway, what’s the difference? You're 
going overboard. ... Boys, drape them 
chains on his ankles and let’s get 
started. There’s a thick fog that will 
hide anything we do, Damned lucky 
we sailed into it.” 

Silk was turned over on his stomach. 
The chains were passed around the 
rope that lashed his ankles tight. He 
did not dare glance over to the bed on 
which Mrs. Bannister lay. It was 
tough enough dying, without seeing 
the agonized expression that was 
bound to flood her wrinkled features. 

Silk was dragged up on deck, Dis- 
tantly he heard a ship’s whistle hoot 
dismally as it sounded its way through 
the dense fog. The yacht was stopped 
and was drifting, her motors silent. 
Then a piercing shriek cut the fog— 
the high-pitched whirr of a siren 
aboard a pelice launch, 

Antal turned pale. 

“Dump this guy over! Hurry! Then 
heave the old lady into the drink, Me 
and the boys will take the launch back 
to shore, You members of the crew 
stick. Say Mrs. Bannister jumped 
overboard, Say she took a dive in the 
drink before you could stop her. Got 
all that?” 

The man in the uniform of the cap- 
tain nodded curtly. 

“They'll never get wise,” he mum- 
bled, “And don’t use the motor of the 
launch. Put those huskies of yours at 
the oars and muffle them with your 
coats. If the police hear you paddling, 
they may try to spot you, And you 
better hope this fog don’t lift, Ill take 
care of all the rest of it,” 

Antal gave Silk a painful kick in the 
ribs, He motioned toward his men, 

“Heave him over, then get the old 
lady, Snap it up!” 

* * & 

EWMAN RECOR was about 
twenty-two, pasty-faced, under- 
weight and plenty worried. He tossed 
uneasily in his sleep and finally opened 
his eyes. At that moment a hand 


_ dropped on his shoulder and the busi- 
ness end ofa gun was centered over 
his heart. But it was not the gun that 
made Recor’s heart crawl in terror. It 
was the man behind the gun. 

“The—the Black Bat!” he gasped 
hoarsely. “Wh-what do you want?” 

“Talk in a low voice,” the Black Bat 
ordered. “No one knows I am here. 
Neither is anyone aware that your 
grandmother has been kidnaped. She 
was chloroformed. I found evidence 
of that in her room. You are the one 
person who will profit by her death. 
You know who kidnaped her and where 
she is to be taken. Speak—you weak- 
_kneed little toad! Where is she?” 

“J—TI don’t know what you’re talk- 
ing about!” Recor gulped. “Did—did 
you say she was kidnaped?” 

“Listen!” the Black Bat said with a 
trace of a snarl in his voice. “You 
know what’s happened. Well, I also 
know one way to prevent men like An- 
tal from cashing in on your grand- 
mother’s death. They intend to collect 
from you. If you’re dead, your grand- 
mother’s estate will be disposed of to 
various distant relatives. In that way 
Antal and his mob will get nothing. So 
I could outwit him by killing you.” 

“No!” Recor cried. “No—don’t kill 
me. I'll tell you what I know. They 
aren’t going to kill her. Just take her 
to an island where she'll be safe until 
after I can get some of the estate. 
Everything is fixed for me to clean up 
quickly. Paradon—” 

Recor’s features went bleak at that 
slip of the tongue. 

Paradon, was it? The Black Bat 
grimly decided that Paradon was going 
to have an opportunity to use his gift 
of gab in convincing the Black Bat of 
his integrity. 

“Where is that island?” the Black 
Bat snapped. “What pier do they sail 
from and in what craft?” 

“Roscoe Bleecher’s yacht,” Recor 
guiped. “He’s away and the crew has 
been bribed. My grandmother has 
Mr. Bleecher’s permission to use his 
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yacht, and they’re going to say she 
went for a sail and fell overboard. But 
she won’t be harmed. They promised 
me that.” 

“They’re going to murder her,” the 
Black Bat said stonily, “and make you 
the sucker. Can’t you see, you stupid 
fool? By having knowledge of this 
mess you'll be guilty of murder as 
much as they are. They'll have you 
more under their thumbs than ever be- 
fore. They'll bleed you of the entire 
estate. Now get up—walk over to that 
desk and draw me a map of the loca- 
tion of this island. Also write a de- 
scription of that yacht. Hurry! We 
haven’t much time.” 

A significant nudge of the gun and 
Recor jumped out of bed. Hastily he 
drew a crude map showing the location 
of the island, and scribbled a short de- 
scription of the yacht. 

The Black Bat swept up the piece 
of paper, stood before Recor a moment 
and delivered an unvarnished opinion 
of cowards. Then he stepped out the 
door, ran through the house and out 
into the rear of the estate. He cut 
through several other yards and 
reached his coupé. 

There was someone inside. The 
Black Bat whipped out a gun. He 
moved closer, finger tight against the 
trigger. There was no time to be lost 
now. He would brook no interference 
from anyone, including Detective-ser- 
geant McGrath. 


UT it was Butch who waited in 
the car. Butch, clasping and un- 
clasping his hands, heedless of the 
perspiration that dropped down his 
face. : 
“Boss!” he choked. “I thought you 
was never gonna show up! We musta 
crossed. I went to the house lookin’ 
for you. Listen—Silk is tailin’ Antal. 
He snatched the old lady. Silk said 
he’d call, but there ain’t nobody to get 
his call now. I dunno what to do.” 
The Black Bat hauled out the map 
which Recor had drawn. It was crude 


enough to be almost undecipherable. 
He took a pencil from Butch’s pocket 
and hastily wrete clearer directions. 

“Take this,’ he instructed Butch. 
*Get it into Sergeant McGrath’s hands 
as soon as possible, and without show- 
ing yourself, I’ve asked his help for 
the first time, but it’s necessary now, 
for we must, te save Mrs, Bannister’s 
life. He'll mobilize the harbor police 
and the coast-guard cutters, We'll need 
every boat available to shove off and 
find the yacht before those devils mur- 
der her, Get going!” 


CHAPTER XVIII 
Murder on the High Seas 


ODDING, Butch 
jumped out of the car 
and lumbered up the 
street. He hailed a 
taxi when he hit a 
main thoroughfare 
and was driven to the 
vicinity of Detective- 
sergeant McGrath’s 
home. 

Butch realized that if he showed him- 
self, and McGrath got a good look at 
him that he would be of little use to 
the Black Bat from then on. For Mc- 
Grath would center all his attentions 
on running down Butch, Therefore he 
resorted to the only means he could de- 
vise to warn McGrath and at the same 
time remain anonymous. 

Creeping around to the side of the 
suburban bungalow, he found the win- 
dow to McGrath’s bedroom, and has- 
tily tied the message to a huge stone. 
He backed up, flung the rock accur- 
ately and sped away as it smashed 
through the window. 

The Black Bat, meanwhile drove to 
the dock where the yacht of Roscoe 
Bleecher, the wealthy sportsman, was 
usually tied up. He expected to see no 
trace of it and was not surprised to find 
it gone. 

Looking around for some means of 
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taking to the sea himself, he noted a 
private yacht club up the river a short 
distance. The Black Bat parked his 
car near the club, raced down the pier 
and quickly selected the fastest craft 
he could find—a sleek, high-powered 
racing boat, as swift a craft as rode any 
sea. 

A watchman saw him, yelled an or- 
der for him to stop, but the Black Bat 
had the meter sputtering before the 
guard could open fireon him, He gave 
her the gun and the prow of the little 
craft rose up out of the water while her 
motor hummed smoothly, 

He let the craft out, heading down 
the river. A dense fog was closing in 
and the Black Bat swore softly. Fog 
would protect the murderers and ham- 
per him and the police. That is, if Mc- 
Grath acted in accordance with that 
written message-—-which he hoped the 
sergeant would, 


RADUALLY the fog closed in, 
deeper, more clinging. Then the 
shore was only a vague line. The Black 
Bat was far out now, and if the sea be- 
came rough, he would have a difficult 
time of it with this small craft. 

Then he saw a vessel ahead—a trim 
white and brown yacht which he iden- 
tified instantly as Bleecher’s. He had 
only a glimpse of it before the fog 
closed down, hiding it from his sight. 
He heard a distant, disma! wail and 
then a high-pitched siren, 

The Black Bat’s jaws snapped shut 
with a click, McGrath had certainly 
lost no time. The police were closing 
in, too. This was going te be the risk- 
iest assignment the Black Bat had ever 
encountered, for he would be caught 
between two fires—the police and the 
crooks, 

The Black Bat cut off his motors 
suddenly. The momentum of his speed 
kept the small boat racing along until 
the bulk of the yacht loomed up. Dimly 
he made out several forms on deck. 
They were swinging an object, pre- 
patatory to hurling it overside. In a 
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flash the Bat was on his feet, stripping 
off his hood, kicking off his shoes. 
Then he was diving into the sea, swim- 
ming with long, muscle-wrenching 
strokes. 

There was a sinister splash about a 
dozen yards away. The Black Bat took 
a long breath and dived after it. He 
saw a murky object heading for the 
bottom. The Black Bat went after it 
like a fish, reached out and gripped the 
object firmly. Then he saw that the 
object was a man, and that heavy 
chains held him in a death embrace. 

While his lungs clamored for air, the 
Black Bat went to work. Even as he 
and the man were heading fast for bot- 
tom he had a knife out, slashing at the 
ankle ropes. The chains came loose. 
The Black Bat and the man had 
gripped began rising swiftly. As their 
heads cut the water, the Black Bat saw 
whom he had saved. 

“Silk!” he sputtered. 
right?” 

Silk spat a mouthful of water. 

“Ye-Yes!” Then he screeched: “Mrs. 
Bannister! They’re throwing her over 
too! She can’t swim.” 

“You can,” the Black Bat panted. 
“There’s a little speedboat somewhere 
in this fog. Find it and have her set 
to run for it.” 

The Black Bat clapped Silk on the 
shoulder, veered and began swimming 
back toward the yacht. Those aboard 
had no knowledge that Silk had been 
rescued. The thickness of the pea soup 
fog had kept that fact from them. 

The Black Bat heard a scream that 
was suddenly muffled as though a giant 
hand had slapped across the victim’s 
mouth. There was a splash. Some- 
thing white hit the water and began to 
sink. The Black Bat dived again. In 
half a minute he had reached the side of 
the old lady. She was unconscious, 
probably from a brutal knockout 
punch. The Black Bat carried her to 
the surface, pillowed her head in the 
crook of an arm and floated, waiting for 
Silk to appear. 


“Are you all 


The yacht was getting under way 
again. He heard muttered oaths, then 
the sound of clumsily handled oars. 
The Black Bat had a vague glimpse of 
a speed launch, Antal and his band of 
cutthroats were deserting the yacht, 
leaving it to the crew to explain what 
had happened. 

A hoarse voice bellowed an order for 
the yacht to heave to. Then a machine- 
gun spattered the fog in a grim warn- 
ing that the order was to be obeyed. 


RIFTING with the racing boat, 

Silk saw the Black Bat, with his 
burden, through the fog and came 
alongside. He helped take Mrs. 
Bannister aboard. The Black Bat 
clambered over the gunwale and quick- 
ly-drew on his wet mask. He placed 
the old lady in a comfortable position 
and felt her pulse. It was none too 
strong. 

“Full speed!” he called to Silk. 
“We've got to get this poor woman to 
a warm place. That will be up to you 
when we get ashore. I'll pilot this craft 
back to the pier where I stole it. My 
car is parked nearby and I'll try to 
reach it or lay low until darkness.” 

“But where will I take her?” Silk 
asked. 

“To Carol’s apartment. She’s un- 
conscious and she'll remain so for some 
time. Freshen your disguise, tell her 
it’s your home, but don’t tell her the 
address, and keep her in one of the 
back rooms where she won’t be able to 
see the street. I'll be along as quickly 
as I can.” 

Silk swept the craft toward shore. 

“But won’t her people worry about 
her?” he asked. 

The Black Bat’s fists clenched. 

“That’s exactly what I want them to 
do. One person in particular... .” 

Almost two hours later the Black Bat 
entered his home through the secret 
tunnel. He found Silk smiling and 
happy. 

“Mrs. Bannister is coming along 
fine,” he reported. “I gave her a hot 


drink and Carol put her to bed. She 
thinks Carol is my sister, sir. She 
doesn’t know where she is.” 

“Find me dry clothes.” 

Tony Quinn had stripped off the 
mask and hood. The last hour had 
been a precarious one for he had been 
forced to drive through traffic and take 
his chances on being stopped. 

Silk got the clothing quickly—dupli- 
cates of the black outfit which Quinn 
stripped off. Quinn accepted a drink 
of brandy gratefully, downed it in easy 
stages and studied his problem from 
every angle. 

“We're nearing the end of someone’s 
rope,” he told Silk. “The only trouble 
is direct evidence. There isn’t any, and 
no chance to uncover any, it begins to 
look like. I’ve one ace in the hole, but 
it may turn into a deuce. We've got 
to consider several people. Take Tu- 
nick, for instance. Those recordings 
are mailed to him. He collects old 
phonograph records, which are similar 
to the modern dictaphone records. He 
even advertises for them. 

“He may be doing all this just to be 
able to get the messages that Antal 
sends to his employer. Then Morgan 
picks up the records at the post-office. 
Makes a practice of it. They are taken 
from him by stealth, but perhaps he 
knows this. Perhaps he sets the stage 
so they can be taken easily.” 

“I understand that.” Silk frowned. 
“But what’s the idea of them in the first 
place?” 

“The leader of this insurance ring 
doesn’t even admit his identity to his 
own men,” Quinn explained. “I’m bet- 
ting that Antal has no idea for whom 
he works. The loot is probably held 
in some safe place or shipped to the 
leader of the mob by some method as 
roundabout as they use for their mes- 
sages. The head man can conceal his 
true voice and make no actual contact 
with this men. He’s playing safe, 
Silk.” 

“What about this Dr. Luddy? He 
tried to hand you a doublecross and 
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anybody on the level would have 
worked with you.” 


5 be Y Quinn rubbed his chin 
thoughtfully. 

“Tt’s puzzled me, that angle. And 
his calling in Paraden looks funny too. 
We also have to consider everyone else 
connected with the case, Mrs. Ban- 
nister, her grandson Recor, and even 
Peter Galvin. There is so much at 
stake in this game that the most inno- 
cent person may prove to be the black- 
est.” 

Silk was facing a mirror and peeling 
off his disguise. 

“What about grilling young Recor, 
sir? He must know something.” 

_ Quinn tapped his fingertips together 
thoughtfully. 

“There is something else, Silk. Do 
this as soon as you are out of disguise. 
Take a cab, got to the offices of the 
Star-Chronicle and get me copies of 
each issue for the past two weeks. On 
your way back, tell Carol to leave Mrs. 
Bannister alone at eight o’clock. I’m 
going to call on her. She'll be able to 
stand the shock of seeing a masked 
man, won’t she?” 

Silk nodded. “That lady is tough— 
real pioneer stuff, sir. All she feels bad 
about is missing her grandson’s funeral. 
I'll go directly, sir.” 

After Silk returned with a sheaf of 
newspapers, Quinn spent an hour read- 
ing the “Personal” columns and care- 
fully checked the items. His lips parted 
in a slow smile as he inserted a fresh 
dictaphone record on his machine. He 
picked up the mouthpiece and began 
talking in a mechanical, disguised 
voice. This done, he carefully wrapped 
the recording, addressed it and called 
in Silk. 

“There is still time to make the late 
editions of the Star-Chronicle,” he 
told Silk. “Insert this ad for immediate 
publication. Then deliver this pack- 
age. Meanwhile I'll pay Mrs. Bannis- 
ter a visit.” 

An hour later Mrs, Bannister started 
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up in amazement when she saw the 
somber black-hooded man_ silently 
move before her range of vision. 
“Please’”—he held his hand toward 
her—“T’m not here to harm you, Mrs. 
Bannister. People call me the Black 
Bat. I assure you I mean only to 
help,” : 
She relaxed and heaved a great sigh. 
“I—TI’ve been through so much to- 
day, without really understanding what 
it was all about, that you did frighten 
me. But I’m not afraid of you, I can 
see your eyes through that mask. They 
are honest eyes and your voice has a 
ring of quality. How can you help 
me?” : 
The Black Bat sat down on the edge 
of the bed, 


ee N ATTEMPT was made to 

murder you today. Your 
grandson was killed in an accident 
only a short time ago. He was heavily 
insured. I have reason to believe that 
you were to be murdered so that the 
insurance on your grandson’s life 
would go to your other grandson, New- 
man Recor.” 

“All very true so far,” she agreed. 
“What's next?” 

“Your living grandson has not had 
the best of companions. I believe he 
is under the domination of someone 
who. has forced him to abet this kid- 
naping of you.” 

“Then you think my own grandson 
wanted to have me murdered?” she 
asked incredulously. ‘Nonsense! It’s 
not true!” 

The Black Bat bowed his head 
slightly. 

“He might have believed you were 
only to be held temporarily, Mrs. Ban- 
nister. I'll tell you this much—he cer- 
tainly aided me in finding you. Tell 
me, how much insurance was involved? 
What assets have you that are easily 
convertible?” 

Mrs. Bannister leaned back and 
smiled. 

“You'll be as surprised as the next 


man. I’m supposed to be fairly well 
off. I am—on paper. In actual cash I 
have only enough to live on—very well 
of course—but I can’t threw my money 
away. My grandson was insured for 
almost half a million dollars,” 

“And all of it with the Securities In- 
surance Company?” the Black Bat per- 
sisted. 

Mrs. Bannister smiled, “Why not? 
T own half that company. My husband 
bought into it years ago, I’ve watched 
it grow from a small concern into one 
of the finest in the world. I don’t pub- 
licize the fact that my only assets lie 
right in that company.” 

The Black Bat’s eyes glittered. He 
arose, 

“Thank you, Mrs. Bannister. You 
are in quite safe hands now and I sug- 
gest that you remain here until we have 
captured the man or men responsible 
for your narrow escape with death. 
Until we do that, your life will be en- 
dangered,” 

“T’ll stay,” she said. “I like it here, 
Most comfortable house I’ve ever been 
in, except for my own, And that Mr. 
Smith is so kind to me. Then the 
charming girl who says she is his sis- 
ter, and isn’t. They think they’re fool- 
ing me, Well they’re not. Neither are 
you, crawling in through a window 
when you could have used the door as 
well as not.” 

The Black Bat’s lips twisted into a 
grin. No wonder Silk had been smit- 
ten with this old lady. She was astute, 
keen-eyed and wholly lovable. 

“You're guessing badly, Mrs, Ban- 
nister,” he told her softly, “But I’m 
glad you'll stay, Perhaps in a few 
hours it will be quite safe for you to 
go home,” 

She sat up, very erect. 

“Young man, that mask doesn’t de- 
ceive me for one minute, Oh, I don’t 
know who you are, I'll admit, but you 
are honest and I trust you. There is 
one favor—please?” 

He nodded. “Anything.” 

She leaned forward and spoke in a 
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confidential whisper to the Black Bat. 

“When you meet that awful skinny 
man they call Antal, slug him for me. 
He almost broke my jaw.” 

She sank back and watched the Black 
Bat step to the window and vanish as 
completely as a summer — Her 
eyes sparkled. 

“Remarkable young man. He’ll teach 
that worthless grandson of mine a few 
manners too.” Then she closed her 
eyes slowly and added fervently, “I 


hope.” 
CHAPTER XIX 
The Chase Closes In 


ATING his hasty 
meal, Tony Quinn 
glanced through the 
other late evening 
, newspapers that Silk 
had brought him. 
Silk took care that 
4 all curtains were 
drawn so that no one 
might observe a blind 
man avidly perusing the newspapers. 

The evening editions told of Detec- 
tive-sergeant McGrath’s quick work in 
sending out harbor police launches and 
coast guard cutters to stop the yacht. 
The crew maintained that Mrs. Ban- 
nister had either fallen or jumped over- 
board before the yacht hove to after be- 
ing signaled by a police boat. But Mrs. 
Bannister’s body had not been found 
yet, though a thorough search had been 
in progress all day. 

Commissioner Warner indicated that 
five new cases of murder for profit had 
been uncovered, all of the insured cov- 
ered by Tunick’s Security Insurance 
Company. There was a boxed item in- 
dicating that a meeting of the board of 
directors of the company was sched- 
uled for this evening and the outlook 
was for a complete reorganization of 
the firm. Quinn scanned the list of 
directors and he gave a short gasp. 

Dr. Lawrence Luddy was one of the 


more prominent members! 

At ten o'clock, Silk, well disguised, 
ambled into the lobby of the insurance 
company building, took the elevator to 
the tenth floor and walked down six 
flights. He had a good look at the 
office two stories above Tunick’s pri- 
vate office. He hurried back to the 
tenth floor, rang for the elevator and 
descended. The Bat was waiting in a 
car parked along a quiet, dark street. 

“T got it, sir,’ Silk reported breath- 
lessly. “And what a lead it’s turned 
out to be. The office you said that guy 
on a bos’n’s chair swung out of, to go 
down and get into Tunick’s office, is 
rented to Attorney Paradon. His name 
is on the door in nice, new letters.” 

“Paradon,” the Black Bat reflected. 
“Then he is in on it. Luddy must be 
too. But he has a reason, being a direc- 
tor of the company. What on earth 
are they after?” 

“That’s easy, sir,’ Silk broke in. 
“They're behind it all. They engi- 
neer these killings and they get the 
profits.” 

The Black Bat shook his head slowly. 

“Wrong that time, Silk. They are 
mixed up somehow, but they didn’t hire 
Antal or direct these murders. I know 
who did that.” 

“You—know?” Silk gulped. “But 
who? How do you know? How did 
you find out?” 

“There is no time for explanations 
now. Silk, here is your detail. You 
are in the same disguise as when you 
met Mrs. Bannister. She is certain to 
have told Recor, her grandson, what 
you looked like when you first met her. 
He’ll readily believe you are just one of 
the mob if you hand out a line with 
your customary skill. 

“Go to the Bannister home. See 
Recor and tell him he’s got to start get- 
ting things ready for the big pay-off. 
Tell him his grandmother is dead and 
they’ll find the body when Antal gets 
good and ready to have them discover 
it. Rub it in—be as tough as you can. 
Say that unless he delivers on the line 


82 : 


and within twenty-four hours he’ll take 
the rap. And remind him he is just as 
guilty of his grandmother’s murder as 
any other member of the gang,” 

“But he couldn’t lay his hands on 
that estate so quick,” Silk protested, 
“She can’t be declared legally dead un- 
til they find the body, or a number of 
years pass by.” 


UINN shook his head, 
“Recor won’t think of that. 
Not if I have him properly catalogued, 
He'll go into a rage, Better have a 
gun ready, but don’t hurt him. I want 
that boy aroused until he’s prepared for 
anything. It’s important.” 

“Yes, sir,” Silk answered, “Shall I 
walk, or will I drop you off somewhere 
and go on with the car?” 

“Drop me off near Galyin's home,” 
the Black Bat ordered, ‘“That’s where 
the show-down will take place.” 

Silk started the car. 

“I’m beginning to get it, sir. Galvin 
has had twe hundred and fifty theusand 
dollars paid him on his son’s insurance 
policy. Antal and his boss want it. 
They'll grab some other member of the 
family and force him to pay. But how 
are you so sure it will happen tonight?” 

“Because,” the Black Bat said, with 
a slow smile, “I’ve planned it that 
way.” 

Silk dropped him close to Galvin’s 
home. Then he sped away to fulfill his 
part of the game, 

The Black Bat, hood in place, guns 
ready, made his way across yards until 
he was at the rear of Galvin’s home, 
He prowled around until he was cer- 
tain no one else had the house under 
observation, Then he vanished in the 
darkness to await developments. 

They came within thirty minutes. 
The Black Bat’s supersensitive eyes 
caught a glimpse of a shadowy form 
slinking toward the rear door. As the 
intruder approached, the Black Bat rec- 
ognized Antal, The gaunt killer hada 
heavy revolver in his fist and the look 
on his face spelled murder, Antal was 
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aay 


coming to collect his cut, or else, 

Antal moved along beneath a win- 
dow, raised his head a few inches and 
peered inside. The Black Bat heard 
the hammer of the killer’s revolver 
draw back with a click, Then Antal 
drew the brim of his hat way down, 
squared his bony shoulders and ad- 
vanced toward the back door, 

The Black Bat crept forward, slip- 
ping one of his automatics out of its 
holster, If Antal meant business, so 
did the Black Bat. At this stage of the 
game mistakes would be forever unal- 
terable. 

Then a car door banged on the street. 
Antal ducked hastily, ran several yards 
from the house and made his way for- 
ward to see if the callers were headed 
for Galvin’s home. The Black Bat went 
too, but only to a point where his eyes 
could penetrate the darkness and make 
out; the features of the three men who 
walked up the path to the front deor. 

Ronald Tunick, president ef the Se- 
curity Insurance Company was in the 
lead. His shoulders drooped, his face 
bore the resigned look of a defeated 
man, Behind him, aggressive and 
cocksure, were Dr. Lawrence Luddy 
and Paradon, the shyster attorney. 

Paradon rang the bell with his cane, 
The door opened and Galvin appeared, 
Apparently he had been preparing to 
go out or had just come in, for he wore 
hat and coat. 

“Come in, gentlemen,” he said po- 
litely. ‘“‘We'll have a drink and then 
discuss our business. My family is out 
of town. We'll be quite alone. I sent 
for you so we might have a final show- 
down on this ghastly business.” 

Suddenly Antal burst from his hiding 
place behind the hedge. His gun coy- 
ered the quartette and his voice was a 
snarl of hatred, 

“Yeah,” he ground out bitterly, “let’s 
goin and talk it over! I’m cutting my- 
self in on this deal, too, I’m a smart 
guy, understand? I know what’s going 
on and if one of you squawks, I'll drill 
him, Move!” 


HEY went into the house too fast 


for the Black Bat to swing into ac- 
tion. The door slammed and he heard 
a burglar chain slip into place. He had 
a glimpse of the men as they passed by 
a window with a drawn shade. Antal 
still held all the cards and he was play- 
ing his hand cunningly. — 

The Black Bat ran lightly to the rear 
of the house and approached the back 
door. It was locked and he reasoned 
that if the front door was supplied with 
a burglar chain, the back door would 
be similarly equipped. And the Black 
Bat had no tools to overcome that diffi- 
culty. 

He tested windows, found them all 
locked. He could not simply break 
into one of them for Antal, forewarned, 
would open fire without even caring 
who might be on the way to interrupt 
the party. 

There was one other method, bar- 
ring the risky idea of climbing a tree 


and trying to jump through mid-air and 


grasp one of the second-story windows. 
For there were no convenient porch 
toofs to this house. 

The Black Bat ran swiftly to the cel- 
lar hatchway, raised the cover and 
dropped it in place after him. The in- 
tense gloom that shrouded the tiny cel- 
larway only served to make things 
clearer for the Black Bat. He saw the 
cheap lock on the cellar door. From 
his kit of miniature tools, he took a tiny 
pair of pliers, inserted them into the 
keyhole and grasped the key on the 
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other side of the door. By applying 
pressure and firmly turning the key the 
bolt slid back. He swung the door 
wide, stepped into the cellar proper and 
heard angry, muffled voices above him. 

The stairway to the first floor loomed 
up and he climbed it, blessing the si- 
lence that his crepe soled shoes lent 
him. Noiselessly opening the door at 
the top of the steps, he slipped into the 
hallway and edging his way along the 
wall until he reached the heavy por- 
tieres decorating the door to the room 
where the men were assembled. 

He drew one curtain away until he 
could peer into the room. Paradon and 
Tunick sat on a leather davenport, their 
hands resting on their thighs. Dr. 
Luddy occupied an overstuffed chair 
that all but swallowed him. Galvin, 
white and so obviously shaken that he 
had forgotten to remove his hat or coat, 
was seated behind a desk, his back to- 
ward the Black Bat. Antal menaced all 
of them, but most of his attention was 
on Galvin. 

“This time,” Antal was thundering, 
“T’'m going outa here with plenty of 
dough. Galvin, you got paid off. Two 
hundred and fifty grand. We damned 
near got it, and if the Black Bat hadn’t 
stuck his nose into my affairs, you’da 
paid it over without a squawk. Well, 
pay it over now!” 

“But I haven’t got a quarter of a mil- 
lion dollars in cash,” Galvin quavered. 
“T—I can’t possibly pay you.” 

[Turn Page] 
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“No?” Antal shouted, “Well I got 
some private dope, understand? I 
know yeu got that dough here—in cold 
cash toe, You wanta get a slug in your 
kneecap—just for a starter? Come on! 
Get that money. out and hand it over.” 

Galvin’s hands shook violently. He 
lowered them a trifle and Antal snarled 
a warning, Galvin made a despairing 
gesture. 

“But—but the money—it’s in my 
desk. How can I get it if you won't 
let me?” 

“Okay,” Antal snapped, “Get it, and 
remember I’m watching you every sec- 
ond. One phony play and I'll drill you 
through the head. Get busy!” 


OSSING aside his hat and coat, 
Galvin crossed the room and slow- 
ly pulled out the desk drawer. From 
his position near the door, the Black 
Bat caught the gleam of a gun just un- 
der Galvin’s outstretched hand. Gal- 
vin was going to shoot it out. The 
Black Bat’s own weapon came up and 
he drew a precise bead on Antal’s head. 
Suddenly Galvin thrust his hand into 
the drawer. It moved as fast as the 
tongue of aserpent, There was an ex- 
plosion. Antal’s weapon went off, but 
as he fired Galvin had slipped out of 
the chair and sought protection behind 
the desk. 

Antal, his tall, gaunt frame erect as 
a ramrod, pivoted very deliberately, 
like a soldier going through his drill in 
slow motion. Then he uttered a long- 
drawn-out sigh and toppled over like a 
tall chimney with its base blasted out 
with dynamite. 

Galvin arose, gun still smoking in his 
fist. He mopped his forehead with a 
handkerchief and sank back into his 
chair. Dr, Luddy hurried over to where 
Antal had fallen. When he straight- 
ened up, his face was grave. 

“Dead. You got him right between 
the eyes, Galvin. That was a good 
piece of work. Anybody know who 
this gunman was?” 

Galvin nodded. “Yes—yes, I know 


him. My daughter Elaine described 
him and he matches the description 
perfectly, He is the man who kidnaped 
her, held her while I was being bled 
out of the money Tunick paid me for 
my son’s insurance coverage, I—I 
don’t feel very well, gentlemen. This 
has been an exhausting experience, 
I—I’m glad he’s dead. He mistreated 
Elaine—starved her. I’m sure he 
meant to murder her after I paid him 
the money.” 

“And you know what I think?” Para- 
don broke in, “He also killed your son, 
He had him insured first, then he mur- 
dered him so you'd collect the insur- 
ance and he could get it from you with 
more murder,” 

Dr. Luddy swung on Tunick, 

“Now I'll tell you what I think, 
You’re behind it all, Tunick. You, the 
president of the Security Insurance 
Company, hired this killer, Retained 
him to commit murder so your com- 


pany would pay off. Your pet agent, 


Morgan, wrote the policies, faked them 
too, I’m wagering. He used doubles 
for the medical examinations. Then, 
after a short time, your hired assassins 
did their bit. You knew to whom and 
when those policies would be paid, 
You knew when to strike,” 

Tunick heaved a vast sigh and leaned 
back against the cushions of the daven- 
port, 

“Gentlemen,” he said, “tonight I’m a 
ruined man, The insurance company 
I helped’ to build is no longer mine. 
I signed my resignation as president 
and withdrew from the board of direc- 
tors, However, I’ll be damned if I'll 
admit engineering these murders. You 
have to call in the police to account for 
the death of this crook. Call them in— 
make your accusations before them. If 
they believe you, I'll surrender. I can’t 
fight or argue tonight. I tell you I’m 
on the verge of a breakdown!” 

Paradon picked up the telephone. 
He eyed Galvin. 

“Keep Tunick covered,” he said. 
“T’ll get the police here and let them 


learn what we've discovered. That’s 
why we brought you here, Tunick—to 
show you up, make you confess, If 
there was any way we could have kept 
the facts from the public, we would 
have done so. This will completely 
ruin the Security Insurance Company. 
We'll have canceled contracts, lapsed 
policies and no new business at all. To- 
night I became a director of the firm. 
I wanted to maintain the reputation of 
the company—but I see now how 
wrong I’ve been. You can’t circumvent 
murder.” 

He dialed the police and gave them a 
terse message. Then he hung up with 
a bang. Galvin, the gun shaking 
slightly, kept it trained on Tunick. 

Suddenly every light in the house 
winked out. 


CHAPTER XX 


REAKING into the 
sudden silence there 
was a sound of a 
scuffle in the middle 
of the room. Then 
the shadowy form of 
a man began running 


All the Cards—Face Down 
thadly. Running as 
if death was at his 


if 
heels. 


A 

There was an explosion. The shad- 
owy figure uttered a shrill screech of 
pain, but went on. He reached the 
front door, tried to open it, but the bur- 
glar chain blotked him. He whirled 
and, despite his wounds, ran up the 
staircase to the second floor. 


“Galvin!” Dr. Luddy’s voice was 
hoarse with excitement. “Shoot him! 
Get him!” 


The indistinct form reached the top 
of the steps and for a second was sil- 
houetted against the two windows at 
the landing. A gun blasted. The shad- 
owy form stopped dead, sagged against 
the window, then slowly sank to the 
floor. 
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A siren howled outside. Heavy foot- 
steps announced the arrival of the po- 
lice. 

Sergeant McGrath was the first 
through the door. At his heels came 
Commissioner Warner. Someone went 
down cellar and replaced a blown out 
fuse. The lights came on. Galvin, still 
clutching the gun, surrendered it eager- 
ly to McGrath’s outstretched hand. 
Paradon ran up the stairs and looked 
at the man lying there; looked, without 
touching him. He saw blood on the 
man’s face and that was enough. He 
descended the steps slowly. 

“He’s dead all right. No question 
about it. You got him through the 
head; Galvin—just as you got that 
other one.” 

“Other one?” McGrath yelled. 
“What’s going on here? Mass mur- 
der?” 

Galvin sighed. “Not murder, Officer. 
I shot in self defense and there are two 
witnesses—Attorney Paradon and Dr. 
Luddy. The man in the other room is 
named Antal. He kidnaped my daugh- 
ter and came back here tonight trying 
to get money out of me at the point of 
a gun.” 

“Tf it’s Antal,” McGrath said, ‘“no- 
body will blame you much, Galvin. 
Who is the guy at the top of the steps?” 

“Tunick—Ronald Tunick, president 
of the Security Insurance Company. 
Paradon, Dr. Luddy and I had evidence 
enough to send him to the chair. Some- 
how the lights went out and he broke 
for it. I—I shot him down. After all, 
he was responsible for the death of my 
son.” 

Commissioner Warner took charge. 
He herded everyone into the spacious 
living room and took the center of the 
floor himself. 

“Now I’d like an explanation, * he 
said. “You three men indicate that 
Tunick was the leader of the murder- 
for-insurance ring, Can you preve it?” 

Paraden jumped to his feet. 

“We have absolute evidence, Com- 
missioner! We suspected this for a 
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long time. I rented an office above 
Tunick’s. Tunick claimed to be a col- 
lector of old phonograph records. He 
received many of them through the 
mail. We suspected that some of those 
were more than they seemed. Last 
night I took my life in my hands and 
Dr. Luddy lowered me two floors from 
my own office, so I might invade Tu- 
nick’s. I selected that method so there 
would be no clues to show I had been 
there. If I was wrong, I wanted to be 
sure before I called in the police. 
“Well, I found a record on Tunick’s 
desk. It was neatly packaged, but I 
knew what to look for. That record is 
now in my office safe. It was from this 


man, Antal, who lies dead at your feet. 
It gave Tunick instructions that he was 
to prepare the loot fora cut. Isn’t that 
evidence enough? With Tunick’s final 
move in trying to escape? That was 
the act of a guilty man.” 


OMMISSIONER WARNER sig- 
naled McGrath. The detective- 
sergeant gave soft orders to the men in 
the hallway. Two of them entered the 
room and took up positions near the 
front window. 

“If Tunick was the guilty man, as 
you indicate,” Warner said softly, “how 
is it that a young man named Newman 
Recor came to my office a few moments 
ago and told me a weird story about 
the murder of his grandmother? She 


was Mrs. Bannister, if that enlightens 
you. Recor states that he was forced 
to help in this murder, and that he 
doesn’t believe Tunick was behind the 
killers. He told me that he—” 

Warner ceased speaking abruptly. 
His eyes were wide, his mouth slightly 
open. Against the further wall was the 
huge image of a bat! It seemed to 
have poised in flight and become an un- 
flickering design on the wall. Warner 
turned around slowly. The others, 
aware of a new presence, turned too. 

The Black Bat stood just inside a 
window. Two guns were in his hands 
and the eyes behind the mask glittered 
brilliantly. 

“If each of you will remain exactly 
as he is now, on one will be hurt. Ser- 
geant McGrath, you might pass the 
word to your men in the hallway that 
if they try to open fire, I shall be forced 
to shoot, much as I dislike doing so.” 

Galvin stepped forward. 

“This man is the Black Bat,” he said. 
“He may be wanted by the police, but 
I classify him as a friend. He saved 
my daughter’s life.” 

Commissioner Warner stepped for- 
ward a pace. 

“It’s all right, Bat. You have my 
word that there will be no shooting. 
My men will govern themselves accord- 


ing to those orders.” 


The Black Bat relaxed a trifle. 
“Thank you, Commissioner. First of 
all, I might state that Ronald Tunick is 
not dead. Galvin’s bullet hit the wall, 
not him. I pulled Tunick down and 
slugged him. If he looks dead, it’s be- 
cause of a superficial wound he re- 
ceived as he fled to the front door.” 
McGrath started for the hallway. 
“I'd better put cuffs on him,” he said. 
“Wait!” the Black Bat called out. 
“Keep your handcuffs for someone else. 
Tunick is not the killer. I’ve been here 
for some time. I saw Galvin kill Antal 
and it was in self defense. However, 
I also saw Galvin kick a wire over there 
near his desk. That shorted the lights. 
Then he stepped up to Tunick and 


whispered to him to run for it, that he 
was giving him a break.” He turned 
his head slightly. “Why then, Galvin, 
did you try to kill him?” 

Galvin grew ruddy. “I did no such 
thing! Tunick simply ran for it when 
the lights went out. How can you 
stand there and testify to such events 
that transpired in darkness?” 

“Because I can see in the dark,” the 
Black Bat said. “I can also hear ex- 
ceptionally well. The game is up, Gal- 
vin, You're guilty of murder—mass 
- murder. Commissioner, if you'll bring 
in young Recor, he may have an inter- 
esting story to tell.” 

McGrath moved toward Galvin, 
teady to pounce on him if he tried a 
getaway. McGrath could not figure 
out how in the world Galvin was the 
killer, but the Black Bat had not gone 
wrong yet. McGrath was taking no 
chances. 


OUNG Recor came in slowly. He 
saw the Black Bat and shivered. 
Then, so fast that his words tumbled 
over one another, he blurted the truth. 
“TI was framed into this! A man I 
met in a night club got me inte a card 
game and the others were in league 
with him. They cheated—took every 
cent I had. Then one of the players 
made an accusation. I had a gun. I 
took it out. Someone grabbed me, but 
the gun went off. The card shatp was 
on the floor—dead. They told me I’d 
go to the chair for it unless I obeyed 
their orders. I tell you I couldn’t help 
myself! They threatened to tell the 
police about the killing. I don’t believe 
now that man was dead at all. I be- 
lieve it was alla frame-up! I saw Gal- 
vin at the night club when it happened. 
I think he engineered the whole thing.” 
Galvin clasped both hands in front 
of him and assumed the expression of 
an undertaker. 

“This young man is somewhat mad,” 
he said. “Did it ever occur to you 
gentlemen that my son, my own flesh 
and blood, was murdered by this ring? 


THE BLACK BAT STRIKES AGAIN 87 


- 


Have you thought of my daughter 
being kidnaped and held under cruel 
conditions so I would pay over the 
money my son’s insurance policy pro- 
vided? This is sheer drivel and I warn 
you it won’t end here.” 

“You're right there, Galvin,” the 
Black Bat said in a voice tinged with 
sarcasm. “It will only end when they 
march you from a death cell. You are 
not Ralph Galvin’s father—nor 
Elaine’s. Their father died years ago. 
So many years ago and so far from here 
that the fact was never known in these 
parts. You married his widow and her 
children took your name. There is a 
group photograph in Mrs. Galvin’s 
room that shows her, the children and 
her first husband. I’ve checked further, 
through some old diaries I found in a 
chest. They’ll convict you, Galvin, if 
your only defense is your relationship 
with Ralph and Elaine.” 

Galvin’s eyes grew wide and terror- 
ridden. He walked slowly over to his 
desk and sat down; picked up a round 
paper weight and began to toy with it. 
McGrath watched him narrowly. 

“You hired Antal through some in- 
termediary, now dead probably,” the 
Black Bat went on. “Antal didn’t know 
who you were. You insured Ralph, 
then killed him. You had Elaine kid- 
naped and had Collins put in your 
home as a guard, to watch you. That 
was to throw all suspicion away from 
you for both the benefit of the police 
and the gunman who worked for you. 
But you sent Antal a phonograph rec- 
ord ordering him to murder Collins be- 
cause he snooped and knew too much. 
That was a bad mistake, Collins could 
only snoop in your house, Galvin. He 
found out you were the mystery man 
and held it over your head. There 
could have been no ether reason for 
eliminating him. 

“You wanted to frame Tunick and 
you had Antal send those records to 
him. Morgan, picking up Tunick’s 
mail, was unknowingly subjected to 
theft. The record containing the mes- 
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sage was lifted and another one, really 
an old record of the type that Tunick 
collected, was substituted. Morgan car- 
ried the messages without knowing it.” 
Galvin said nothing but there was a 
look akin to madness in his eyes. Com- 
missioner Warner seemed stunned. 


ee UT why?” he asked. “Why 
should Galvin do all this?” 

“At first Galvin only wanted to profit 
by murdering for insurance,” the Black 
Bat answered quickly. “Then he rigged 
up a scheme to take over the whole in- 
surance company. You see, he 
couldn’t buy the necessary control with 
the money he had made from his other 
insurance-murder frauds, because that 
might have cast suspicion on him. He 
wasn’t supposed to have so much 
money. But with the insurance from 
his stepson’s policy he could do so. Not 
in straightforward fashion, of course. 
That would be too obvious. There- 
fore, he had the cover-up of his step- 
daughter’s kidnaping and the pretended 
extortion demands. He never intended 
to pay that ransom money. He’d have 
conveniently arranged for the girl’s es- 
cape, I’m sure, if I hadn’t rescued her. 
But it would look good, and he’d have 
been able openly te keep the money 
from the policy without any suspicion. 
As he did. 

“Tunick paid him a quarter of a mil- 
lion dollars in full on the claim of his 


son’s death. Galvin paid that money ~ 


back to Tunick, who was on the verge 
of bankruptcy, for certain investments 
that gave Galvin firm hold on the Se- 
curity Insurance Company. Not, as I 
first thought when I saw the check, for 
extortion demands. I wondered about 
that later, because I realized that Gal- 
vin hadn’t been forced to pay the ran- 
som, after all. Then if the check were 
for something else, he must have made 
previous negotiations with all inten- 
tions of paying—before he even had the 
money! 

“To get the controlling interest, Gal- 
vin had Mrs. Bannister kidnaped and 


apparently murdered. Recor would in- 
herit and among the assets of the estate 
were more bonds which would give 
Galvin complete control of the insur- 
ance company. Dr. Luddy was a di- 
rector in the firm and he also believed 
that Tunick was guilty—inspired by 
Galvin’s secret accusations. Paradon 
was in on it. He wantedacut. Young 
Recor, in desperation, went to him for 
advice and, keen-minded as he is, Para- 
don saw just what this was all about.” 

“I committed no crime,” Paradon 
yelped. “There is nothing on me. Til 
talk. From what Recor told me and 
my own knowledge that Galvin was 
trying to corner a controlling interest 
in Security Insurance, I suspected it 
was Galvin. Then when Galvin actu- 
ally bought Tunick’s bonds, I knew. 
So did Dr. Luddy. There wasn’t much 
we could do, without any tangible 
proof, so we decided to cut ourselves 
in, that’s all. Galvin was a man of 
modest means. He needed money so 
he insured and murdered his stepson.” 

“That’s enough,” the Black Bat 
snapped. “It ought to provide disbar- 
ment proceedings against you, Para- 
don. And you, Dr. Luddy—did it ever 
occur that Galvin was framing you into 
a neat little trap by infecting those in- 
struments and faking that accident 
with Singleton? You operated on Sin- 
gleton. Heis dead. Galvin could hold 
that over your head, tie you up with 
the murder ring if necessary and in that 
manner keep you down. You'd have 
felt his wrath before long.” 

“It—it’s unbelievable!” Commis- 
sioner Warner mopped his face. “Of 
course things tie up and we'll develop 
evidence enough to convict, but Gal- 
vin—” 


HE Black Bat spoke again. “Gal- 

vin is a peculiar person. He has 
a dual personality. One part of him 
exists for pleasure. Sergeant Mc- 
Grath tipped me off about that angle 
not many hours ago and it sent me 
thinking. I had Galvin checked and 


found that he has two existences—one 
connected with gambling, women and 
wine; the other, a home-loving family 
man. When Jim Fisher returned and 
suspected something wrong about 
Ralph Galvin’s sudden death, Galvin 
found it out and murdered those three 
men in the cemetery. He substituted 
another body for his stepson’ 's and dis- 
posed of the real corpse in some other 
gtave, I presume.’ 
Galvin arose unsteadily. 


“I want to confess,” he said. “I— 
Jeon.” 
Then he raised both hands. He still 


held the paper weight with which he 
had been toying. The Black Bat saw 
that Galvin’s right forefinger was 
thrust through a ring fastened to the 
weight. 

Galvin’s voice arose to a shriek. 
tight—I killed them! 
you stupid morons. I’d have taken over 
the insurance company in a few months 
and then I’d have operated on the level. 
What if I did want money? Lots of 
it?” 

McGrath advanced grimly. Galvin 
backed away a step. 

“Don’t come any closer,” he shrilled. 
“This is a grenade I’m holding. I’ve 
kept it for just this purpose. You can’t 
shoot me fast enough so I won’t be 
able to pull this ring. We'll all go to 
hell together—the Black Bat along 
with us! I’m willing to die if he goes 
out too.” 

Suddenly young Recor went into a 
tackling dive. At the same moment 
the Black Bat’s gun spat. Galvin’s left 
hand, clutching the bomb, fell to his 
side with blood dripping from it. The 
bomb started to slip away from the pin. 
Recor made a grab for it with both 
hands. He twisted Galvin’s wrist until 
it went numb and with the other hand 
he kept that bomb from being separated 
from the pin. 

McGrath swung a blackjack. Galvin 
slumped to the floor and Recor cau- 
tiously removed the deadly bomb. 

“That was a brave bit of work, Re- 


“All 


I fooled all of 
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cor,” the Black Bat said without tremor 
in his voice. “You've rather redeemed 
yourself. As a partial reward I'll tell 
you that your grandmother is alive, 
well, and by this time safely in her own 
home. Go to her, tell her what a fool 
you’ve been and make amends. Gov- 
ern yourself like a man and if there is 
any punishment coming for your part 
in this, take it with your chin out.” 

Recor’s eyes were shining happily. 
He could not talk. He could just nod 
his head violently. 

The Black Bat faced McGrath. 

“At your feet, Sergeant,” he said, “is 
the wire that Galvin shorted. Pick it 
up and see what I mean.” 

McGrath stooped and seized the 
wire, Instantly the lights went out. 
When McGrath got them back on, 
there was no sign of the Black Bat. 


CHAPTER XXI 
McGrath Names Himself 


LACID and patient, 
Tony Quinn, in his 
smoking jacket and 
tweed trousers, sat 
before his fireplace. 
His eyes were filmed 
over like those of a 
blind man. Silk sat 
beside him, appar- 
ently reading a news- 


paper. 
“But Antal,” Silk asked, “how come 


he went there? You said he didn’t 
know that Galvin was the big boy be- 
hind the murders.” 

Tony Quinn chuckled softly. 

“Galvin used to contact Antal by a 
recording. He’d advertise in the news- 
paper giving an address to which the 
recording had been sent. It was always 
one of these professional mailing ad- 
dresses. Antal simply went there and 
got the recording. I had you insert 
an ad in tonight’s paper. It indicated 
that Antal might find a new record at 
a certain address. He did—one that I 
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prepared myself in the laboratory. 

“T faked Galvin’s voice well enough 
and gave Antal the news that Galvin 
had cashed the insurance check and had 
the cash at his home. Antal was to 
get it, keep it all for his share in the 
proceedings. I indicated that things 
were so hot the whole affair had to be 
dropped temporarily. That brought 
Antal to Galvin’s in a big hurry. I 
hoped to overhear Galvin admit to An- 
tal that he was the mystery man, but 
Tunick and the others showed up too 
soon. 

“Therefore Galvin, figuring that An- 
tal knew who he was and was trying 
to hijack him, used a gun. Antal got 
what was coming to him. That day 
Collins had you snatched--remember 
how Galvin slugged you with a chair? 
I couldn’t imagine anyone in Galvin’s 
pesition doing that. It made me sus- 
picious. The rest of it I’ve told you.” 

Silk nodded and grinned. He started 
to say something when the phone rang. 
He answered it, spoke briefly and re- 
turned to Quinn’s side with a puzzled 
expression on his face. 

“That was McGrath,” he said. “He 
wanted to know if you were in. Said 
he was on his way here.” 

Tony Quinn’s face grew stark with 
horror. 

“Silk, I slipped! It just occurred to 
me. McGrath has a sample of my hand- 
writing, stolen from this room. I sent 
him a message—an urgent one to help 
me save Mrs. Bannister. I was in a 
hurry and I didn’t think. He also has 
a sample of the Black Bat’s handwrit- 
ing. If he has compared them—” 

Silk broke out in a cold sweat. Some- 
one tapped on the secret door. It was 
Butch. Silk told him what had hap- 
pened and Quinn ordered Butch away 
in a hurry. 

“McGrath will have nothing on you, 
Butch,” Silk hastily assured. “Tell 
Carol to lay low, too.” 

Butch vanished and two minutes 
later McGrath arrived. He walked into 
the living room and sat down beside 


Quinn. He put a cigar between his 
teeth, bit off the end and threw it into 
the fireplace. Then he fumbled around 
in his pockets for a match. 

Quinn stared straight ahead. Silk, in 
the hallway, prayed silently. It looked 
like the end of the Black Bat. 

Then McGrath talked. 

“Well Quinn,” he said, “the Black 
Bat cleaned up another mess. You 
know, I swore I’d get him some day and 
I shall. When that day rolls around, 
you will walk into a nice neat little cell. 
However, I suppose you'll deny being 
the Black Bat and I couldn’t prove you 
were. At that, I may even be all wrong 
and you really are blind. Sometimes 
I’m not sure; sometimes I am. This 


‘happens to be one of the times when 


I ‘can’t figure out how you could pos- 
sibly do it.” 


ONY QUINN’S face betrayed 

none of the turmoil seething within 
him. At any moment McGrath would 
produce handcuffs, slap them in place 
and—exit the Black Bat. 

McGrath fumbled again for a match 
and could not find one. He slipped a 
hand into an inner pocket and took out 
two pieces of paper. He spread these 
out on his knee. 

“Wonder what I’m carrying this junk 
around for?” he said in a steady voice. 
“A bad habit of mine, carrying notes in 
my pockets until they rot.” 

He rolled both papers into a long 
tapir, stepped over to the fireplace and 
set fire toit. He lit his cigar and threw 
the still burning papers into the smold- 
ering logs. 

“Well,” he said, “guess I’ll be on my 
way. Funny thing about me. I like 
to pay my debts.” 

Tony Quinn spoke to him for the first 
time. 

“T have no doubt of that, Sergeant. 
You’re an honest man. Some day, I 
hope, you'll catch this Black Bat red- 
handed.” 

McGrath smiled. “Sure I will. 
can’t get away with it forever.” 


He 


ny 


McGrath nodded to Silk and walked 


through the door. 


On his way to the 
car he was muttering to himself. 

“T’m a damned fool. A stupid damned 
fool. I should have compared the hand- 


writing and made sure, even if I didn’t - 


use the information. But handwriting 
experts don’t always agree. Maybe it 
wouldn’t have done any good anyhow. 
Still—_ Boy, I’ve gone soft. Soft and 
foolish.” 

He got behind the wheel of the car. 
His jaw dropped an inch, his cigar tum- 
bled into his lap. Across the whole 
center of his windshield were Black 
Bat stickers. 


( 
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Behind a hedge, Butch was barely 
able to restrain the horse laugh that 
surged up within him. 

McGrath ground out a salty oath. He 
stepped on the starter and pulled away. 

“Oh-h-h, what a fool I am!” he 
groaned. “If this ever gets out... 
Fool, that’s me! Jackass, nincompoop 
—double damned fool!” 

Then he frowned. “I wonder! I 
wonder if he is the Black Bat! Those 


stickers—he couldn’t have put them on 
the windshield. And his eyes didn’t 
show any recognition of those papers. 
I wonder if I could have caught him 
at that!” 
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The Crime Bug Gets into Joe Thompson's 
Head—but Murder Goes Straight to His Stomach! 


“Relax!” I growled at John Bixby, as he turned pea green. 


JUST TAKE IT 
EASY 


By HENRY S. LEWIS 


Author of “A Knight at an Inn,” “The Boys from Burma,” etc. 


ELL, I suppose some guys 
W would say I’m a sucker and 
maybe they’re right at that. 

I don’t wear green shirts any more. 
They took the two-carat sparkler off 
my finger, And they shaved my head 
until I look like one of the Three 
Stooges. But at least I get three 
squares a day, I can sleep nights and 
they let me spend plenty of time in the 
library. I even heard through the 
grapevine that they'll let me off in a 
couple years. 


So Joe Thompson’s a squealer, eh? 
If you’d been in my shoes, brother, 
you'd have done the same thing. I'll 
give you the whole story, and you can 
decide for yourself. = 

It all began back in March, 1933. They 
had a “bank holiday,” see, and when 
the money-bags opened up again, a lot 
of small-town vaults stayed-shut. So 
old Smithers called me into his office 
at the First National. 

“Joe,” he said, “Uncle Sam is putting 
me out of business because I loaned too 


much dough to keep my neighbors from 
starving to death. They’re appointing 
a conservator to wind up the bank’s 
affairs. That means—” 

“Yeah,” I told him. “Only a few 
people will be kept on, and I’m only 
here a couple of years. 
Smithers—thanks for breaking it to me 
yourself.” 

So that was that. I didn’t starve to 
death. Out my way, a guy can always 
get a job picking peaches, peddling 
from house-to-house, washing dishes. 
Only it takes something out of a fel- 


‘low, see. Something that maybe never 


{ 


comes back again. 

Well, that’s how matters stood when 
I drifted into this one-horse burg they 
call Hillsdale. The short-order cook at 
the local bean pot had just lit out for 
the Coast, so that gave me an in. The 
Greek liked the way I fried hamburg- 


_ers, so he put me on at ten bucks a 


week. 

Trouble was, the Greek didn’t buy 
such hot supplies, and pretty soon I be- 
gan losing weight and looking like a 
walking hangover, what with all that 
work and the bum food. 


NE night around eleven Mike 
Diruta comes in with some of his 
boys. 

“Howdy, gentlemen,” I said, know- 
ing damn well I was a liar. “What’ll 
you have?” 

“Champagne and squabs,” Diruta 
sneered. “And I mean the imported 
stuff, get me?” 

“Sure,” I grinned. “How’ll you have 
it, friend—Piper-Heidsieck or Mum’s?” 

His jaw stuck out and his face got 
nasty. “Wise guy, eh?” 

“J know my way around. That’s 
more’n you can say for a lot of guys 
nowadays.” 

He decided to take it. “Okay, grease- 
ball. Only watch your lip when cus- 
tomers are around. Hamburgers ’n 
coffee. Put relish on mine.” 

They liked the way I dished ’em up, 
and Diruta gave me a quarter tip. 
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Okay, Mr. | 
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“You know how to serve ’em up,” he 
admitted, smacking his lips. 

“Everybody’s got his own racket to- 
day, Mister,” I grinned back. “That’s 
the only way to make a living.” 

He didn’t know quite how to take 
that. He knew that I’d guessed what 
his game was, but he was too smart 
to let on. So he just said something 
under his onion breath, picked up a 
toothpick and followed his boys out. 

After that Diruta and his mob began 
showing up regular. I fed ‘em enough 
hamburgers to supply the French army 
on summer maneuvers. Then one 
night the boys went out single file, but 
Diruta stayed behind. 

He looked me over with a practiced 
eye. 

“This racket don’t agree with you 
so hot, Joe. I could use a smart young 
feller in my game.” 

I jerked my head toward his slap- 
happy shooters outside. “I don’t doubt 
ite 

His face got tough as hell. Then he 
scowled. Then that mug of his got 
back to normal, and he actually looked 
sheepish. 

“Damn it, I wouldn’t take that stuff 
from anybody else but you. That’s 
what I like about you, kid. You’ve got 
brains.” 

Tomorrow was Saturday, and the 
Greek would be doling out the ten 
bucks again, in dirty one-dollar bills. 

“What’s your proposition, Mike?” 

So that’s how it all began. We 
kicked around the state for a couple of 
months, knocking off cigar stores, 
cracking safes in hick town general 
stores, picking up a few hundred bucks 
here and there. The take wasn’t large, 
but it was substantial. 

Mike Diruta bought another seven- 
passenger sedan just in case our Buick 
was hot. Bo Herman got himself a 
portable radio. And I blossomed forth 
like a rainbow with the jitters, to make 
up for the slacks and sneakers I’d had 
to put up with since the bank folded. 

So things were rocking along, the 


‘ 


= ie 


gang taking in about five grand a 
month, when we blew into Evanstown 
one night and I ran up to see my kid 
sister, 

A smart girl, Mary. The kind that 
can always get along, and I mean the 
straight way. She opened the apart- 
ment door, took one look at me and 
her eyes narrowed even as she kissed 
me, 

“Why, Joe! When did you get into 
town? You haven’t written me in a 
month. A fine way to treat your only 
sister!” 

But the shadow in her voice told me 
her eyes knew what they’d seen, 

“Well, I’m going to make it up to 
you now, Mary.” I laughed, and 
hugged her again. 


Wy: went into the apartment and 
then she kind of pushed me away 
from her and took a good second look. 
Her face got like a mask and her eyes 
were stern. 

“Joe, what have you been doing to 
yourself? You look like a prizefighter 
on his night off,” 

I avoided her eyes. “Oh, I’ve been 
around, kid, Not doing too bad for my- 
self, anyway. Good enough so’s you 
can quit work from now on, Mary,” 

Well, she wanted to know just how 
good I was doing. One thing led to 
another, and in a half-hour she threw 
open the door and gave me a look I 
remembered for a month, 

“Good-by, Joe. I—I hope nothing 
happens to you, But I don’t want to 
see you again. I swear Ill turn you 
over to the police if you come back. I 
mean that, Joe. You're the first crook 
in the Thompson family!” 

So that was that. I got pretty tight 
that night, and Mike was sore as hell 
because I had to case a pretty big men’s 
clothing store the next morning and I 
was as groggy as a groundhog, 

The job came off okay, anyway, and 
we beat it out of town with a couple of 
motorcycle cops eating our dust, 
When we got to Harrison we picked 
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up another car, quick, and that ended 
the trouble—until next time. — 

Mike Diruta got a brainstorm, see? 
He was plenty good in his own heist 
racket, but when it came to a little real 
skull practice, he couldn’t boot the pig- 
skin over the goal post, 

“We've been suckers,” he told us, 
“Too much small stuff. You got to ad- 
vance in this racket, get me? That’s 
why we’re going in for the big time,” 

Big time, nuts, But there wasn’t any- 
thing I could do about it. Anyway, the 
set-up was the estate of John Bixby, the 
automobile magnet, and the prize was 
the negotiable securities and his wife’s 
jewelry he was supposed to have 
hidden around in a wall safe some 
place. 

Mike had taken quite a fancy to me 
by now, I kept his books for him, saved 
him money on long trips, and he 
thought I was the best “business man- 
ager” he’d ever seen. 

So he gave me the special honor of 
putting the bee on John Bixby, We 
broke into the Bixby mansion around 
midnight, after casing the joint for a 
week, and I barged into the motor mag- 
nate’s private bedroom and planted my 
roscoe on his sleeping brow. Only I 
was sure I had the safety catch on, I 
don’t like murders. They’re too per- 
manent. 

Like I figured, the roscoe did the 
trick, and he woke up with a yelp, 
turned pea green and began to stutter 
and get jittery. 

“Relax!” I growled. “Otherwise, the 
stock market will be fluttering tomor- 
tow. All we want from you, Mr. Bix- 
by, is the combination to that wall safe 
of yours. So just come with me, nice 
and peaceful.” 

By now the rest of the house was 
raising a rumpus, and I heard a couple 
of thumps as the boys turned on the 
heat. Me, I never went in for hitting 
people over the head with a gat. 

“Step on it, grandpa,” I snarled. 
“Let's get this business over with 
quick,” 


, 
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O Bixby jittered down the long cir- 
cular stairway, stumbled into a 
huge walnut-paneled den, shoved a big 
portrait aside and went to work on the 
wall safe. 

When he got it open, Diruta brushed 
him aside like a fly, smacking the old 
guy’s head against a sideboard and cut- 
ting his scalp. Bixby almost fell down, 
but managed to hold on. 

I didn’t like it, but Diruta wasn’t pay- 
ing us any attention. He was too busy 
rooting like a pig in that miniature 
vault, hauling out enough gilt-edged 
bonds to choke a horse. When he got 
to the little leather jewelry boxes, he 
got to something he could really under- 
stand, and he let out a whoop. 

“Take it easy, Mike!” I warned. 
“We'll celebrate later. Right now we’d 
better scram quick!” 

Bixby, mopping his scalp, had got his 
wits back now. He gave us a look 
that would have roasted an Eskimo. 

“That’s right, you thieves!” It 
sounded like Harvard, but it was 
straight stuff. “You’d better celebrate 
while you can, because it won’t be for 
very long, I can assure you!” 

Mike stuffed the loot in a handbag 
and then walked up to Bixby. 

“Tough guy, eh? Big money man 
that makes everybody jump through a 
hoop! Well—jump through this!” 

He took a poke at the poor guy. Bix- 
by was lifted straight up into the air, 
at least a foot. His head snapped back 
like his neck was broken. In fact, it 
was. But the worst part was, when he 
landed on the floor his forehead 
smacked like a billiard ball against a 
corner of that sideboard and it made a 
hole in his skull an inch across. 

I took one look at him and my stom- 
ach got sick. Then I turned on Mike. 

“You damn fool! You've killed the 
guy! It wasn’t enough to steal his—” 

A couple of shots blasted my words 
to ribbons. Only the slugs weren’t from 
Mike Diruta. They came straight from 
the caretaker’s rifle. The guy was 
popping at us through a window. 
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Only I didn’t think much about that 
then. All I knew was, one minute I 
was all in one piece, and the next my 
right arm felt like a red-hot poker had 
been run through it. 

The thing hurt like hell. I let out a 
yelp and the next I remember Mike 
was dragging me out to the car and 
exchanging shots with the caretaker. 

I must have passed out, because 
when my eyes came open we were 
speeding like the devil through farm 
country, and somebody was holding my 
head. I saw a dirty towel wrapped 
around my arm, and then the thing be- 
gan to throb like an African drum. 

“He’s comin’ round. Kid’s lost a lot 
of blood,” said Mike Diruta. 

The way he said it, I knew he’d for- 
gotten the way I talked to him over 
Bixby’s corpse. The excitement must 
have kicked it out of his two-bit brain. 
Only I didn’t forget. I couldn’t. 

The car raced on through the night 
and pretty soon it was dawn. My arm 
felt like it had been torn off, and my 
stomach kept heaving inside me. But 
with all that pain and shock, I still 
couldn’t get that picture of Mike slug- 
ging John Bixby out of my skull. 

The more I thought about it, the 
sicker I got. And when the only pos- 
sible answer began to percolate in my 
brain, I knew all at once I had the right 
number if only I could get to a tele- 
phone. 

I caught a couple of snatches at the 
road signs as we whizzed by in the 
dawn. “Mike—” I said weakly. 

“Yeah, kid?” he grunted. 
pretty bad?” 

“Uh-huh. Awful bad, Mike. Listen, 
we're heading for Evanstown, huh?” 

“That’s right. Have to ditch this 
car.” 


“Hurt 


I LOOKED at that big tough mug of 
his. “You got to get me to a doctor, 
Mike. I can’t stand this pain much 
longer. I used to work in Evanstown, 
Mike. Know a doctor there. He’ll fix 
me up, and keep his trap shut.” 
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Mike didn’t say anything for a cou- 
ple of minutes. Then: 

“Okay. But he’s gotta do the job 
quick. What’s this guy’s name? 
Where’s his office?” 

I gave him the dope and then dozed 
off. It must have been around nine- 
thirty when the car turned down a side 
street in Evanstown, and Mike woke 
me. “Sure you can trust this guy?” 

“IT couldn’t trust you any more, 
Mike.” 


He helped me out of the sedan, and 
the boys stayed inside while I stumbled 
on his arm around the corner and up 
the sidewalk to a rambling old house. 
There was a sign at the window. 


EDWARD REIMAN, M.D. 
HOURS: 10 a.m. to 1 p.m, 
7 p.m. to 9 p.m. 


Ed himself came to the door, because 
it was a few minutes before his morn- 
ing schedule and no other patients had 
shown up yet. “Why, Joe!” he ex- 
claimed. He'saw the bloody towel. 
“My God, man, what’s—” 

“Just an accident, Ed,” I said quick- 
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ly. “This is my friend Arthur Harris,” 
I lied, nodding at Mike, “and he got me 
here quick as he could. I was out at 
his camp getting ready for some hunt- 
ing, and the rifle I was cleaning went 
off.” 

Ed was much more worried about the 
wound than how I got it. He rushed 
me inside, stripped off my jacket, took 
off the towel and began to probe for 
the bullet. 

I turned my head a little and there 
was Ed Reiman’s nurse, reporting for 
work a couple minutes before ten. I 
didn’t bother to keep my eyes on her, 
and besides that damn probe was giv- 
ing my nerves a sleigh ride. 

When I was about ready to scream, 
Ed finally got the bullet out and stood 
up, mopping his brow. 

Something about Mike’s face must 
have caught Ed’s eye as he glanced at 
the dumb ox just before wrapping on 
the bandage. Because he gasped: 

“Joe, there’s something funny about 
all this. This fellow with you isn’t 
named Harris. He’s Mike Diruta! I 
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“| TALKED WITH GOD” 


(yes, I did—actwally and literally) 


and as a result of that little talk with God a 
strange Power came into my life. After 42 years 
of horrible, dismal, sickening failure, everyting 
took on a brighter hue. It’s fascinating to tal 
with God, and it ean be done very easily once 
you learn the secret. And when you do—well 
—there will come into your life the same 
dynamic Power which came into mine, The 
shackles of defeat which bound me for years 
went a-shimmering—and now—?—well, I own 
control of the largest daily newspaper in our 
County, I own the largest office building in our 
City, I drive a beautiful Cadillac limousine, I 
own my own home which has a lovely pipe-organ 
in it, and my family are abundantly provided 
for after I’m gone. And all this has been made 
possible because one day, ten years ago, I actu- 
ally and literally talked with God. 

You, too, may experience that strange mysti- 
cal Power which comes from talking with God, 
and when you do, if there is poverty, unrest, 


ee. 


unhappiness, or ill-health in your life, well— 
this same God-Power is able to do for you what 
it did for me, No matter how useless or helpless 
your life seems to be—all this can be changed. 
For this is not a human Power I’m talking about 
—it’s a God-Power. And there can be no limita- 
tions to the God-Power, can there? Of course 
not. You probably would like to know how you, 
too, may talk with God, so that this same Power 
which brought me these good things might come 
into your life, too. Well—just write a letter or 
a post-card to Dr. Frank B, Robinson, Dept. 
711-11, Moscow, Idaho, and full particulars of 
this strange Teaching will be sent to you free 
of charge, But write now-—while you are in the 
mood. It only costs one cent to find out, and this 
might easily be the most profitable one cent you 
have ever-spent, It may sound unbelievable— 
but it’s true, or I wouldn’t tell you it was.— 
Advt. Copyright, 1939, Frank B. Robinson. 


| Death Holds the Throttle as No. 64 Hurtles Onward : 


to Certain Destruction! 


sha 


Instantly Winters began firing anilet cover of the shield. 


THROUGH TRAIN 
TO HELL 


By WELDON F. SHEERER 


UT of the dark of the night, 
over humming wires, the terse 
message of a block-station op- 

erator came hurtling in to the office 
of the Lake Shore Railroad dis- 
patcher. 

“Unable to deliver orders to east- 
bound passenger train Number Sixty- 
four. Engineman disregarded cau- 
tion distant signal. Speed probably 
near ninety miles an hour. Some con- 
fusion evident aboard train. Brake- 
man or conductor not in sight to catch 
order.” 
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The dispatcher whistled. “Some- 
thing up,” he growled. At once, grab- 
bing up the nearest city telephone, he 
dialed the residence of the division 
trainmaster. Presently a sleepy voice 
sounded in the receiver. 

“Hayes? This is Meyers. I said 
Meyers — third track dispatcher. 
There’s something gone haywire on 
Number Sixty-four. The New York 
Limited. I’ve just had a message 
from the operator at Logan. He says 
they’re running wide open. Missed 
his orders and disregarded a caution 


98 ‘BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE MAGAZINE 


signal. Yeah. You'll be right down— 
okay. We ought to hear something 
else soon.” 

He dropped the receiver back on 
the hook and took up the block phone 
headset. The operator at Lime Center, 
five miles past Logan, was on the wire. 
His voice crackled with excitement. 

“Listen! Get this right. I’ve just 
picked up a message dropped from 
Number Sixty-four. It’s signed by 
‘Scar’ Lewis!” 

“Scar Lewis?” Incredulously the 
dispatcher repeated the name. 

“That’s it—Scar Lewis. Must be 
the gangster the G-men are after! 
You’d better copy this!” 

“Go ahead!” 

Swiftly the dispatcher wrote down 
the ominous message. It read: 


Instruct officials to keep clear route for 
this train through all yards and stations. 
Train now in my hands. Keep all dicks 
away and keep road clear or we will wreck 
train. Handle this quick. 


“Got all that?” asked the operator. 

“Yes!” barked the dispatcher. 
Fuming, he dropped back into his 
chair. Now he understood. Scar 
Lewis! His picture had covered the 
newspaper front pages for days. He 
was wanted on a dozen charges. For 
weeks Federal agents had been on his 
trail, but always they had failed to 
corner him. And now his gang was 
strong enough to tackle anything; he 
had just stolen a train. You knew 
what Scar Lewis would do now. 
- Passengers would be robbed and 
killed, mail cars rifled. Dominated 
by gunplay, the train would become 
a cyclone of destruction. 

Calm again, Meyers whirled back 
to his work. Before him were a hun- 
dred things to be done. Phones rang. 
Once more the wires came alive with 
speeding messages. From far and 
near, the attentions of a constantly 
increasing number of anxious men 
converged on the dispatcher’s office 
and the speeding train. It was by one 
station, now another. And always it 
passed at break-neck speed, silent, 
like a maniacal ghost. Where it would 
stop, just what the next moment 
would bring, what new message of 


terror or disaster, no one knew. 

In the office of John Hayes, divi- 
sion trainmaster, a hurried confer- 
ence was called. Collarless and hat- 
less, Hayes himself stood in confu- 
sion, looking at the men who filled the 
room. 


| | oe was obviously worried. 
“I’m powerless,” he was saying. 
“They’ve got us behind the eight-ball. 
They know we can’t derail a train 
with over two hundred passengers 
aboard it. We can’t stop them. All 
we can do is give them a clear track 
and hope for the best.” John Hayes’ 
shoulders sagged. “But still we’ve 
got to do more than—” 

“They won’t reach Cleveland,” a 
voice offered. “They'll have to take 
water somewhere.” 

“Right!” Hayes seized the idea. 
He shouted through an open door to 
the dispatcher. “Meyers! Where did 
they make the last stop for water?” 

“Woodstown!” the dispatcher 
shouted back. “When they. stopped 
there, the conductor was out to grab 
his orders!” 

“That means that Lewis and his 
gang must have taken over the train 
after it left there. They can probably 
tun halfway from here to Cleveland 
without stopping. And Id bet ten 
bucks if they stop any place, it will 
be at Sand Hill. It’s the one place 
that’s out in the open and away from 
things. Nothing much there but the 
water station. 

“Better phone that to the Federal 
agents. Maybe they can get there in 
time. I could call out the track gang 
we have there, but they wouldn't be 
able to do anything. It would be like 
sending them to war without guns!” 
Wearily the trainmaster sank into a 
chair. 

“T’ve done all I can,” he said 
hoarsely. “Now it’s a job for the 


G-men!” 
* * *& * 


Sand Hill, a few miles from Lake 
Erie, had been named without due 
consideration to its locality. There 
was no hill, only a few scattered 
houses set down by the railroad 
track, together with the telegraph 


office, a section tool shack, and the 
water tank. There was sand, yes, but 
it was in a hard soil from which in 
many places the limestone rock pro- 
jected. Dreary and desolate, it stood 
alone in the night. 

In the telegraph office the operator 
threw away the core of the apple he 
had been eating and moved to answer 
the block phone. The dispatcher was 
calling. His first words galvanized 
the sleepy operator into attention. 

“T’ve got a long message for you— 
something you’ve got to do and do 
quick. Better take notes as I talk, so 
you won’t forget. Listen—about two- 
thirty tonight Number Sixty-four, the 
New York limited, was held up at 
Woodstown. Maybe after it left 
there. Anyway, Scar Lewis and his 
gang are on it and they’re running it 
hell-bent-for-election out your way. 
They’ve gone through here. Ought 
to be out there in less than a half hour. 
Got that? Now, this is where you 
come in. 

“The G-men are working on this, 
but their nearest man is stopping at a 
vacation place on the lake—Terrace 
Beach, it’s called. You know the 
place? Good! His name is Winters 
—Greg Winters. The only way he 
can be reached is over the local line 
you have in there. Call Winters and 
get him there as quick as you can. 
Tell him it’s been doped out that 
they'll have to stop the Limited at 
Sand Hill for water. It’s his only 
chance to get on it—Okay, you’ve got 
that? Then get busy!” 

Unhesitating, with the words of the 
dispatcher ringing clear in his ears, 
the operator swung about and was out 
of his chair with a bound. Ina single 
step he had .crossed the little room 
and jerked up the receiver of the box 
telephone which hung on the wall. 
Furiously he rang the bell for a full 
half minute, then listened in tense si- 
lence. 


HERE was no answer, He rang 

again, longer; and then still once 
more. And then, like a whisper—it 
was so slight that the man thought 
he might have imagined it—he heard 
the voice of the telephone girl. 
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“Listen!” he cried. “Get me Ter- 
trace Beach—quick! I’m calling Greg 
Winters. If he hasn’t a phone, get 
anyone there— Yes! It’s a matter of 
life or death! Hurry!” 

There was another wait. Time had 
shifted into high gear; now every 
second counted. Finally, after pre- 
cious minutes had slipped by, Greg 
Winters himself, answering calmly 
and distinctly, was on the wire. Hur- 
riedly the telegraph operator repeated 
the message that had been given him. 

“You say you're at Sand Hill?” 
asked Winters. “How far is that from 
here?” 

“A little over nine miles—straight 
down the highway.” 

“Okay—I’ll be there in ten min- 
utes.” 

Greg Winters hung up the receiver. 
He’ knew the task which confronted 
him. As a special operative for the 
F.B.I., Department of Justice, his 
work had taken him into almost every 
state of the Union. Time and time 
again he had faced situations which 
demanded his every ounce of strength, 
his coolest, quickest thinking. A 
dozen times his life had hung by a 
thread, and each time he had come 
through smiling. But this—this was 
the climax of his entire career. 

Over a chair by his bedside hung a 
pair of tennis slacks, a shirt; on the 
floor was a pair of canvas shoes. 
Flinging off his pajamas, he grabbed 
up the things and slipped into them. 
He had no time to waste in searching 
for other clothes. In less than a min- 
ute he was dressed and had pulled out 
of the bureau drawer a heavy Colt 
automatic and two extra clips of car- 
tridges. The cartridges he dropped 
into his hip pocket. Then bounding 
out of the room and down the stairs, 
he ran across the lawn to the garage. 

The garage doors were open, and in 
the gloom a large touring car stood 
waiting. Greg Winters slipped be- 
hind the wheel, flicked on the lights. 
Gears crashed ; the car leaped forward. 
With a growing roar it swept out 
through the night to the open road. 

“Ten miles.” With set face, Win- 
ters repeated the distance he had to 
go. “That means I’ve got to average 
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better than sixty—a lot better!” 

Deliberately he tramped down on 
the accelerator. As he watched the 
speedometer pass the seventy-mark, a 
thrill of elation ran through him. 
Now the vacation plans which he had 
had to abandon so suddenly meant 
nothing. Once more he was back in 
his! element. Danger? He would 
have laughed. Like a hound catching 
the scent of the quarry, he was caught 
up with the mad spirit of the chase. 
The speedometer showed seventy-five, 
then eighty, and the shadowy land- 
scape whirling by became a dark, con- 
fused blur. 

Winters smiled grimly. Searching 
with one hand in the pocket of the 
car door by his side he brought forth 
a crumpled package of cigarettes. 
Without taking his eyes from the 
white ribbon of the roadway, he shook 
out one of the cigarettes, found a 
match, lighted it. 

Briefly, in the flare of the match, 
Greg Winters’ face was revealed. It 
was the face of a man not yet in his 
thirties, smooth-shaven, almost youth- 
ful, but it held a look of grim deter- 
mination. In his eyes burned the 
fierce light of anticipated battle. He 
was hunched low over the wheel, and 
his whole body swerved and rocked 
with the rhythm of the speeding car. 

“T’ll make it,” he said aloud after a 
few minutes. “I can’t have more than 
a mile or two to go.” 


ELUCTANTLY then the G-man 
began to ease the pressure of 
his foot on the accelerator. Almost 
imperceptibly the speed of the car 
began to slacken. Presently, a long 
way ahead, his eyes picked out a tiny 
cluster of lights. When they came 
nearer, he knew he was approaching 
Sand Hill. Two branches of the rail- 
road crossed there; he could see the 
dim red lights of the crossing target. 
His foot slipped off the accelerator 
and sought the brake pedal. He be- 
gan to ease it down. Half a minute 
later he had skidded the car to a stop 
by the railroad block office. 
Lying on the seat beside him was 
the automatic. As Winters grabbed 
it up and jumped out, he saw that he 
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"Was just in time. The block operator 


ran out to meet him. Down the tracks 
beyond Sand Hill had appeared the 
headlight of an approaching train. 
Ghostlike, it came on without a sound 
of whistle or bell. As it rounded a 
curve and swung in toward them, they 
could see the lights of passenger 
coaches. It was the New York Lim- 
ited! 

Swiftly Winters considered. He 
knew that Scar Lewis would not be 
likely to abandon the train in open 
country. Doubtless, the gang had 
planned on getting through Ohio and 
into northern Pennsylvania, where 
they would be afforded convenient 
mountain hideaways. It was to be ex- 
pected then, as the railroad officials 
had also believed, that lack of water 
would force the train to a stop at Sand 
Hill. If so, the G-man had a chance 
of getting aboard it, but he would 
have to slip up quietly, without being 
ebserved. A single incautious move 
might betray him. In a moment he 
had formulated a plan. 

“Get inside!” he shouted to the op- 
erator. “Tell them I’m getting on the 
train!” 

He was away then, dropping down 
off the railroad track into the ditch. 
He wanted to avoid being caught in 
the beam of the locemotive’s head- 
light. Through the ditch he made his 
way, half running, half stumbling, to- 
ward the water tank, which stood a 
few hundred feet down the track. 

Winters was right. The train was 
slowing up. They were going to take 
on water! Creeping along in the 
shadows, he was within a_ stone’s 
throw of the engine as it ground toa 
stop by the water tank. Two gunmen 
were in the cab of the engine, one 
covering the sweating engineer, the 
other hurrying the fireman, who was 
back on the tender working frantically 
to get the water in. In the stillness 
of the night, Winters could clearly 
hear their voices, the hiss of steam, 
the groan of the engine tired by its 
long run, the rush of the water pour- 
ing into the tender from the tank. 

Silently, crawling on his stomach, 
Winters wriggled his way upward out 
of the ditch. Clumps of weeds and 


sweet clover covering the bank hid his 
progress. At last, dirt-covered but 
satisfied, he lay concealed a dozen feet 
from the tracks. 

A little further away, their figures 
outlined by light streaming from an 
open baggage-car door, stood two 
men. Their backs were turned to 
Winters, but he could hear their 
voices. ; 

“G-men! That bunch of school-kid 
punks! I’ve plugged two already and 
Pll plug a few more if they mix in 
this job. No damned G-man will do 
me in!” 

“That’s what Dillinger said,” the 
second voice whined. “They got him, 
though. And they’ve got a bunch of 
the rest, too. I tell you, we can’t get 
away with this—it’s too risky.” 

“Too tisky, eh? Well, listen, you! 
You're goin’ to stick with us—see? If 
you go yellow on me I'll drop a bullet 
through your dirty hide! Get me?” 


UDDENLY the man who had 
spoken first turned and looked to- 
ward the engine. Winters smothered 
the exclamation which rose in his 
throat. He knew that face! The scar 
which a bullet had gouged across it 
from lip to ear, giving it a perpetual 
leer, was a living trade-mark. It was 
Scar Lewis! 

Instinctively Winters tightened his 
grip on the automatic in his hand. 
One shot, one quick blaze of darting 
flame, and Lewis would be out of the 
way. But the G-man drew back; he 
dared not fire. He could get Lewis, 
but that would spoil his plan. He 
knew that if he played his cards right, 
he could wipe out the entire gang. He 
was taking a long, desperate chance, 
but it was worth it. 

At that moment there was a shout 
from the engine. The spout of the 
water tank, dripping with water, was 
swung out away from the tender. In 
a burst of escaping steam, with its 
drive wheels slipping furiously, the 
engine began to move. The coaches 
began rolling by, picking up speed 
with every turn of the wheels. Scar 
Lewis had walked toward one of the 
Pullman. cars to the rear and swung 
himself aboard. In a few seconds the 
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train would be gone, plunging madly 
on into the night. 

But still Winters waited. When the 
next to the last coach was abreast of 


his hiding place, he scrambled up out 


of the weeds. He dropped the auto- 
matic inside his shirt and stood 
poised, waiting. 

As the last car swept by him, he 
broke into a run along the rough stone 
by the tracks. Then, leaping up, he 
grasped frantically for the hand-hold 
at the side of the closed car door. His 
feet were jerked out, his fingers be- 
gan to slip. For a moment of nerve- 
racking suspense he hung by his arms. 
Then, with a supreme effort, he drew 
up his feet, found a toehold. His grip 
on the rod tightened, held. Breath- 
less, he looked back along the tracks. 

Despite the pain in his arms, which 
felt as though they had been jerked 
from their sockets, a short cry of tri- 
umph escaped Winters’ lips. Now at 
least he knew that his first move had 
been successful! But ahead were 
greater perils. He was aboard the 
train, but now his position was doubly 
unsafe. He was playing a dangerous 
game. The slightest slip, and one of 
Scar Lewis’ men would shoot him 
down without warning. He had no 
knowledge of the number of men in 
Lewis’ gang or what their next des- 
perate move would he. He could only 
proceed with the utmost caution. 

Bit by bit then, buffeted by the 
wind, Winters worked his way around 
the corner of the coach. There was 
no observation platform, only a half- 
vestibule, with closed doors at the 
sides and one open to the rear. As 
he clung by the side door, he had been 
able to see that his way was clear. 
But now, although he could have 
climbed over the metal gate which 
barred the rear door, he did not do so. 
Instead, moving as quickly as his 
perilous position permitted, he 
climbed up on the gate, grasped a 
ridge of the roof, and pulled himself 
up to the top of the car. 

“Lucky!” he muttered as he felt the 
car roof under his feet. “A few good 
breaks like that may pull me through.” 

He took a few steps forward over 
the top of the swaying coach. Seven 
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cats separated him from the engine. 
He was glad now that he had worn 
rubber-soled shoes. What little noise 
they made as he went ahead from car 
to car, would be muffled by the pound- 
ing of the wheels on the rails and the 
roar of the engine. The footing of- 
fered by the curved roofs was slippery 
and insecure. 


WICE, in his haste to cover the 

distance to the engine as quickly 
as possible, he was almost swept off 
by the force of the wind. Each time, 
bruised and shaken, he crawled back 
to his feet with new determination. 

At last Winters reached the coach 
nearest the engine. Slowly, with the 
automatic in his hand, ready for in- 
stant action, he crawled over the roof. 
Presently, over the top of the tender, 
he was able to look down into the cab 
of the locomotive. He could see the 
engineer at the throttle. Beside him, 
holding a gun at his back, was one of 
the gang. At the other side of the 
cab, sitting at the window, was an- 
other mobster. He was half-turned in 
the seat, so that he could look out the 
window and yet keep his gun on the 
fireman, who stood before the fire 
door. 

Winters was prepared to shoot, and 
shoot quickly. Like a panther stalk- 
ing his prey, he crept forward a few 
more paces, waited. As he had fore- 

|seen soon the fireman was ordered 
back on the tender to rake down more 
coal. The two gangsters moved closer 
together. It was the moment Win- 
ters had been waiting for. With 
deadly accuracy the automatic in his 
hand spoke twice, sharply. Streaks 
of flame cut through the darkness. 

Straightening as with intense pain, 
one of the gangsters stood swaying 
on his heels; the face of the other 
went white, the gun falling from his 
grasp. Before Winters could leap 
down to the tender and get to the cab, 
they had both collapsed into miser- 
able groaning heaps. 

“Don’t stop the train!” Above the 
roar of the wind Winters had to shout 
his instructions to the startled en- 
gineer. “Slow down to a safe speed, 


but keep going! If we stop now, we 
won’t have a chance! I’m going back 
to get the rest of the mob!” 

Nodding to indicate that he under- 
stood, a tired smile lighted the dirt- 
streaked face of the engineman. 

“Good luck!” he cried. 

Winters did not hear him. He had 
leaped back from the cab to the tender 
and was scrambling up over the coal. 
He was determined that nothing 
should stop him now. Sweating, 
bruised, he knew that his chances of 
coming through alive were slim, but 
he gave no sign. Unceasingly his 
brain was possessed by the thought 
that he must not fail. 

He felt certain that the roar of the 
engine had muffled his shots. If they 
had not been heard, luck would be in 
his favor; there would be a possibility 
of catching the rest of the gang off- 
guard. 

Breathing hard, Winters climbed 
down between the tender and the first 
coach. Beneath him, the wheels 
clicked with fierce revolutions on 
the rails. Nimbly he stepped over the 
three-foot chasm between the coup- 
lings. Then, for a moment, he hesi- 
tated. Before him was a door lead- 
ing into the train. It might be locked. 
Again, it might swing open to sudden 
death. Carefully he placed his hand 
on the metal knob and slowly turned 
it. When he saw that the door was 
unlocked, he threw it open with a 
quick shove, at the same moment 
stepping back out around the door- 
way. 

Nothing happened. After waiting 
a few seconds, the G-man ventured a 
quick glance inside. He could see no 
one. He stepped around the corner 
and found himself in the baggage 
coach. About him were piles of 
trunks, bags, crates. Half-way 
through the car, he stopped abruptly. 
Before him, lying bound and gagged 
on the floor, was the baggageman. 
Quickly he jerked the gag from the 
man’s mouth and began to untie his 
bonds. 


HEN he was free, Winters 

questioned him rapidly. “Have 
they been in this car lately? Any of 

(Continued on page 104) 
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Taking up the cover by the hand- 
hold which was placed exactly in its 
center, Winters was now in possession 
of a satisfactory bullet-proof shield. 

The baggageman, despite his previous 
fright, was compelled to grin in ad- 
miration when he caught the idea. It 
was typical of the quick, resourceful 
thinking which had pulled Greg Win- 
ters through many a hazardous situa- 
tion. 

“Get forward into the cab of the 
engine,” he said to the baggageman. 
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“There you'll be safe. Any moment 
now this place is likely to be filled 
with flying bullets.” 

He picked up the heavy shield then 
and moved forward. Going straight 
to the end door, he threw it open, and 
stepped across the narrow opening be- 
tween the two cars. Then, crouching 
behind the shield, his automatic ready, 
he turned the knob of the door lead- 
ing directly into the mail car. 

As the door swung open, he saw four 
men standing about a table on which 
were piles of jewelry, watches, rolls 
of bills. Their backs were turned to 
Winters, but as the door opened, let- 
ting in a rush of wind, they whirled 
instinctively. Instantly Winters be- 
gan firing. 

Two of the men went down before 
they could reach for their guns. Angry 
shouts rang out; blue smoke cut 
through the air. Thrown off balance 
by a sudden lurch of the coach, Win- 
ters lost his aim. As he struggled to 
regain his position a fusillade of bul- 
lets struck about him. The two re- 
maining gunmen had dropped down 
behind piles of mail sacks. Blindly, | Sf 
Winters returned their fire. Acrid 
smoke was biting into his nostrils; he 
saw one of the men turn over in a 
spasmodic convulsion. 

The whang of bullets striking the 
shield before him was like the crash 
of hammers on an anvil. With deadly 
deliberation he turned slightly, aimed 
again. His hand tightened on the au- 
tomatic; a tongue of flame lashed out. 


S the bullet found its mark, Win- 

ters’ eyes slitted. Quietly, with- 
out an outcry, the last of the four men 
raised up on one knee, then fell prone 
on his face. For the moment the bat- 
tle was over. 

“That makes six gone so far,” Win- 
ters muttered. “I wonder how many 
more there are.” 

Before relaxing his position he 
quickly dropped the empty cartridge 
clip from his automatic and slipped in 
a full one. The barrel of the gun was 
hot, smoking. With a backward kick 
of his foot he slammed the door shut 
behind him. 

He had reloaded the gun not a mo- 

(Continued on page 106) 
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(Continued from page 105) 
ment too soon. This time his shots had 
been heard. Cautiously, someone was 
pushing open the door at the far end 
of the car. In tense silence, Winters 
waited. Then the door opened wider; 
aman carrying a gun came through it. 

Winters was ready to fire, but he 
came within an inch of waiting too 
long. With incredible swiftness the 
man recoiled, in the same instant 
shooting blindly from a hip position. 
Winters felt the bullet rip theough his 
sleeve. Then he himself fired, missed, 
fired again. The man crumpled up on 
the floor. Inert, lifeless, his gun 
thrown a dozen feet away from his 
body, he lay in a sprawling, bloody 
heap. 

As Winters pushed aside his. shield 
and arose, a sardonic light gleamed in 
his eyes. Without stopping to catch 
his breath he moved forward, stepping 
warily over the bodies of his victims. 
Seven of the hated Lewis gang had 
gone to the hell they so richly de- 
served! How many more were on the 
train, he could only guess. Doggedly, 
squaring his jaw, he was prepared to 
carry his grim mission to the end. 
Scar Lewis was still alive. He must 
not be allowed to escape. 

Fighting to calm himself, Greg 
Winters made his way into the vesti- 
bule of the next coach. The door had 


- |an upper glass partition, and he was 


able to see in through it. Inside were 
terrified, white-faced passengers. But 
of Lewis and his gang—or what was 
left of it—he saw nothing. He tried 
the door, found that it was locked. 

At once Winters grasped the situa- 
tion. After being robbed of their 
valuables and money, the passengers 
had been locked in the coaches with 
a key taken from the conductor. In 
| that way, Lewis had contrived to leave 
his gang free to protect themselves if 
the train were attacked. Some had 
gone ahead to the engine and the mail 
jcar. Evidently the others, including 
Lewis, were somewhere at the rear of 
the train. 

Fuming at this turn in his plans, 
Winters was forced to retrace his 
steps through the mail and baggage 
coaches. With every muscle aching, 
he was compelled again to climb up on 


- THROUGH TRAIN TO HELL 


the top of the speeding train and creep 
back over the slippery roofs of the 
swaying cars. Again the wind lashed 
viciously at him; hot, swirling smoke 
seared his face and eyes. Shaken, his 
head throbbing, the distant red lights 
which glowed at the end of the train 
seemed fully a mile away. 

When finally he reached the last 
coach he dropped to his knees, breath- 
ing deeply. He knew that now his 
most crucial moment was at hand. 
Like a soldier waiting to go “over the 
top,” he steeled himself for the final 
effort. 

Cautiously then, crawling along on 
his stomach, he reached the very end 
of the train. By stretching out over 
the curved edge of the roof, he was 
able to look down into the open vesti- 
bule. There was no one in sight. Again 
his way was clear. 


NCE again, as when he had 
climbed up, Winters dropped his 
automatic inside his shirt. He needed 
both hands to get down safely to the 
floor of the car. Slowly, grasping the 
(Continued on page 108) 
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(Continued from page 107) 
edge of the roof with an iron grip, he 
let himself down until his feet touched 
the gate below. Then he swung in and 
dropped to the floor. 

Stepping aside into the shadows, he 
waited a moment. When he felt cer- 
tain that he had not been heard, he 
soundlessly approached the~ coach 
door, turned the knob, and quickly 
moved inside. The automatic was 
back in his hand, his finger on the 
trigger. As he closed the door there 
was not even the faint click of the 
latch to betray his presence. 

He was in a Pullman sleeper. Dimly 
lighted, the narrow aisle in which he 
stood led into a corner to his left and 
then ahead past the curtained door of 
a washroom. Grimly he nerved him- 
self to move forward a step or two. 
Then, from the washroom, he heard 
rough voices. Someone cursed. There 
was the crash of a bottle breaking 
against metal, 

Flattened against the aisle wall, 
Winters listened with bated breath. 
Once more he heard the cringing 
whine of the man who had stood in the 
darkness with Scar Lewis back at the 
water tank at Sand Hill. 

“It ain’t that I’m not stickin’ with 
you, Scar. You know that. I’m just 
askin’ for what’s comin’ to me. You 
wceuldn’t cut me out now, would you? 
I gotta have dough—bad.” 

“So you gotta have dough, do you? 
And you want what’s comin’ te you?” 
There was a merciless, sneering tone 
in the voice of Scar Lewis. “Well, by 
God, I’m gonna give you just what 
you got comin’! I’m gonna smash you 
just like I smashed that bottle a min- 
ute ago! Stand up, you yellow dog!” 

“Scar! No!” Suddenly the whine 
of the first man turned to a ringing, 
accusing shout. “You'll kill me! I 
know you'll do it! You'll plug me just 
like you picked a fight with Mullen an 
hour ago and plugged him! Why? Be- 
cause you don’t want te divvy up, 
that’s why! You couldn’t cut out Mul- 
len, so you plugged him! That’s why 


He was cut off by a harsh cry from 
Lewis. Shots rang out. Waiting in 
the aisle outside, Winters heard a 
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drawn back. He edged closer and stole 
a quick glance inside. 
“Get em up! Drop that gun!” __ 
The commands snapped from Win- | 
ters’ lips. Scar Lewis, in the act of 
rifling the pockets.of the man he had 
murdered, jerked himself erect. Slow- 
ly his hands went up. With a clatter 
his gun dropped on the floor. 
“Now! Get into the corner there! | 
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Face the wall!” 

There was a moment of tense silence 
while Lewis stepped into the corner 
indicated. Winters’ teeth were gritted 
so tightly that his jaws ached. With- 
out relaxing his aim on Lewis’ back, 
he moved around to the window at the 
side of the room. It had been opened 
a few inches. Two guns lay on the | 
floor. Deftly he kicked them together, | 
then threw them out the window. 

At that instant the car lurched | 
sharply. Winters was spun around | 
like a dry leaf. The room was small; 
only a half-dozen feet separated the 
two men, Instantly Scar Lewis sensed 
his opportunity. With a sudden twist- 
ing pangs he was upon Winters, Te BTH 


grasping for the gun. Back and forth, Neto g t oF ,. 
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locked fury. Biting, kicking, strug- 
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Lewis tumbled over backward; his | available at $125-$175 per month, steady. Cabin, 
head struck the steel wall with a sick- pene See diaile lermedicealy 
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ie staze —or send 43c with order 
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at him. Even in death the face of Scar 
Lewis remained fixed in the hideous 
leer which had branded him as a hated 
scourge of the nation. Only a few 
men, Winters reflected, would ever 
see it again. 

Sweating, his shirt torn to shreds, 
his face and hands blackened, Win- 
ters himself looked like a madman. He 
felt keenly the grip of fatigue, but he 
breathed deeply and pulled himself to- 
gether. Then, dropping to his knees, 
he went through Lewis’ pockets until 
he came upon a ring of trainmen’s 
keys. 

In a moment he had found the par- 
ticular key he wanted. Opening the 
doors with it as he went, he stumbled 
forward through the coaches. Pas- 
sengers, thinking him one of the gang, 
cringed away from him. At last, satis- 
fied that the entire dread Lewis gang 
had been wiped out, he stepped 
through into the baggage coach. 

He observed then that the train was 
slowing down. Going to one of the 
sliding doors, he braced himself and 
threw it open. Outside were the multi- 
form tracks of a vast railroad yard. 
Wan streaks of pale yellow gold were 
appearing in the sky. Presently the 
train jolted to a stop. 

As he dropped down out of the car 
and began walking toward the engine, 
Winters heard someone shout his 
name. The voice had a familiar ring. 
Wraithlike in the early morning mist, 
figures loomed up before him. One of 
them he recognized. It was his divi- 
sion chief, Diehl, from the F.B.I. of- 
fice at Detroit. 

“Winters! Are you all right?” 

Like a wave, weariness bore down 
upon Winters. “Yes—okay,” he an- 
swered thickly. “You can call off the 
men. It’s all over.” 

Incredulously Diehl’s eyes 
widened; his jaw dropped. “You mean 
—you got them all? Lewis, too?” 

“All of them,” repeated Winters 
dully. 

“Well, V’1l be—” In a flash Diehl’s 
amazement gave way to a shout of ad- 
miration. “Say! Maybe you’ve been 
laying down on me! Any one man who 
can finish up a gang like that ought to 
have tougher assignments!” 
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How do you KNOW you can’t WRITE? 


Normal School Principal Finds 
N.LA. Gives Real Service 


‘J have sold an article to Real 
erica. Befere enrolling I was skep- 
ical of N.1.A. train asthe best 
preparation for writing in fields othe 


than newspaper reporting, but now 
am convinced that you make good on 
your claim that N.LA, is the ‘a- 
tion needed by writers in all fielda. 
renders @ real seryiee by giv- 
~  therough. sincere and expert 
eriticism.”” 


BE. L, MENDENHALL 
253 Linden St,, Fond du Lae, Wis. 
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AVE you ever tried? Have you ever at- 
tempted even the least bit of training, un- 
der competent guidance? 

Or have you been sitting back, as it is so 
easy to do, waiting for the day to come some 
time when you will awaken, all of a sudden, to 
the discovery “I am a writer’? 

If the latter course is the one of your choosing, you 
probably never will write, Lawyers must be law clerks. 
Engineers mugt be draftsmen. We all know that, in 
our times, the egg does come before the chicken. 

It is seldom that any one becomes a writer until he 
(or she) has been writing for some time, That is why 
s0 many authors and writers spring up out of the 
newspaper business. The day-to-day necessity of 
writing—of gathering material about which to write 
—develops their talent, their background and their 
confidence as nothing else could. 

That is why the Newspaper Institute of America 
bases its writing instruction on jJournalism—continu- 
ous writing—the training that has preduced se many 
successful authors. 
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to copy some one else’s writing tricks} you are rapidly a 
veloping your own distinctive, self-flavored style—under- 
going an experience that has a thrill te it and which at 
the same time develops in you the power to make your feel- 
ings articulate, : Z 
Many people who should be writing become awe-struck 
iy Sshulous stories about millionaire authors and give little 
thought te the $25, $50 and $100 er more that ean often 
be earned for material that takes little time to write— 
stgrien, articles en business, fads, travels, sports. recipes— 
things that ean easily be turned out in leisure hours, and 
often on the impulse of the moment. 
. Let ug help you test your native abilities, Our interest- 
ing Writing Aptitude Test will do it. It’s free—entirely 
without obligation. Send the coupon today. Newspaper 
Institute of America, One Park Avenue, New York, 
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Laughing, he put his arm about 
Winters’ shoulders. “You're in the 
Cleveland yard,” he went on. “The 
engineman dropped a message telling | 
us to be prepared for a stop here. I’ve 
been following the Limited with a 
plane, so I had everything ready. 
Anyway, that’s all for nothing now. 
You've got a good vacation coming. 
You deserve one. And I'll see that you 
get it, too!” 

Winters mustered a dry smile. “You 
know, Chief,” he said, “I think you 
forget easily. I was taking a vacation 
when you called me out on this job.” 
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JUST TAKE IT EASY 
(Continued from Page 96) 
saw him one night at the police station 
in St. Louis when I was an interne sent 
there to treat a prisoner. And he was 
the prisoner!” 

Mike stared at Reiman. 

“Hell, yes!” he snarled. “I remem- 
ber now. That was ten years ago! I’d 
got clipped while breaking into a house. 
Only this doctor guy wears glasses now 
and—” 

Mike pulled out his roscoe. He jabbed 
it into Ed’s back. Ed never turned a 
muscle. 

“Take it easy, Diruta,” he advised. 
“T never forget a face or a name. I 
should have kept my mouth shut.” 

I was thinking the same thing. My- 
self, I never said a word. All at once 
I caught something in the corner of my 
eyé at the doorway. 

Mike didn’t see anything until that 
hoarse command was barked out. 

“Drop that gun, and drop it quick!” 

Mike jumped back a foot, jerking his 
head around to see the big harness bull 
with his gat out, the nurse’s scared face 
peeking over his shoulder. 

Mike snarled like a cornered ape and 
swiveled his roscoe at the cop. But the 
blue coat wasn’t taking chances. He 
let go with three slugs, fast, and they 
caught Mike square in the bread basket. 
He gave a kind of “Ooof!” and slipped 
to the floor. 

I heard the sound of revolver shots 
from somewhere outside on the street. 
Sure, those were cops outside. They 
came after the mob car from two sides, 
and only tough little Bo Herman got 
out alive—and he had two slugs in him. 

So that’s the story, and you can make 
anything you like out of it. What was 
that? Oh, I’m sorry. Yeah, I got only 
five years for turning state’s evidence. 

Huh? Oh, the nurse. Yeah, a smart 
little trick. They don’t make ’em any 
better. The minute she saw me, she 
ran for the cops. 

How’d she know me? Don’t be stu- 
pid. That was my kid sister Mary. 
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OFF THE RECORD 
(Concluded from Page 13) 


ordinary fury in his heart for the black lead- 
er of this league of the damned? 


Yes, we felt the same way after read- 
ing this touching commentary by Tony 
Quinn, And when we read the complete 
book-length novel, BLACK BAT’S 
CHALLENGE, by G. Wayman Jones, 
to which it refers, we understood those 
few paragraphs even better. You will, 
too, we’re sure, when you read it in the 
next issue. 


A League of the Damned 
For league of the damned it certainly 


could be called, that organization of | 


misguided cripples swept into the fold 
of a daring, cunningly woven web by 
a fiendish human spider. 

To smash that criminal web, and 
snare the monster who wove it was no 
easy task. But the Black Bat is no or- 
dinary person—and the proof of it can 
easily be obtained in the exciting, tense 
novel BLACK BAT’S CHALLENGE, 

Among the interesting letters that 
we have received and read with pleas- 
ure is one from the Midwest: 


Dear Editor: 

I have read your Black Bat stories with a 
great deal of enjoyment. His fight against 
crime is splendid, and it is with a feeling of 
regret that I lay down your magazine after 
completing one of these novels—regret that 
we haven’t a Black Bat to deal with such 
organizations as these pseudo-patriotic Fas- 
cists, or the spy rin s that are beginning 
to flourish in our mi st, 

Has the Black Bat ever been called upon 
to combat any such band? 

John P. Stone 
Milwaukee, Wisconsin, 

We're glad to say that among the 
notes on the Black Bat’s career are a 
group dealing with an organization 
similar to the one Mr. Stone has in 
mind. In the near future, G, Wayman 
Jones will work on these notes. 

In the meantime, write us regularly. 
We take all your criticisms and sug- 
gestions into consideration. A post 
card is as welcome as a letter—and a 
knock as welcome as a boost. So keep 
them coming! Thanks to you all. 


—THE EDITOR. 
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To relieve the torturing pain of Neuritis, Rheumatism, 
Neuralgia or Lumbago in a few minutes, get NURITO, the 
fine formula, used by thousands. No opiates, Does the work 
quickily—must relieve cruel pain to your satisfaction in a few 
minutes—or your money back, Don’t suffer, Don't delay. Ask 
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IMAGINE THEIR JOY 


_ WHEN THEY FOUND 


Learned Quickly at Home 


I didn’t dream I could actually 
; Jearn to play without a teacher. 
Now. when I play for people 
they hardly believe that 
I learned to play so 
well in so short a 
time. 

*H. C. S., Calif. 


PWouldn’t Take 
$1,000 for course 


The lessons are so simple that any 
one can understand them. If have 
learned to play by note in a little 
more than a month. I wouldn’t take 
a thousand dollars for my course. 


*§.E.A., Kansas City, Mo. 


THEY COULD PLAY 
This easy as A.B.C. way! 


Plays on Radio 
I am happy to tell you that for four weeks I 
have been on the air over our local radio -sta- 
tion. So thanks to your institution for such 
2 wonderful course, 


*W. H. S., Alabama. 


Surprised Friends 


I want to say that my 
friends are greatly 
surprised at the dif- 
ferent pieces I can 
already play. I am 
very happy to have 
chosen your method 
of learning. 

*B. F., Bronx, N, Y. 


Best Method by Far 


Enclosed is my last examination 
sheet for my course in Tenor 
Banjo. This completes my course. 
I have taken lessons before un- 
Ger teachers, but my instructions 
with you were by far the best. 

* A. 0., Minn. 


What Instrument Would You Like To Play? 


Jj UST name your instrument and we'll show you how you 
can learn to play it—quickly, easily, in spare time at 
home, Never mind if you don’t know one note of music from 
another—don’t worry about “special talent.” And forget 
all you've ever heard about music’s being hard to learn. 

e truth of the matter is that thousands now play who 
never thought they could! Yes, men and women everywhere 
have discovered this amazingly easy way to learn music at 
home. Now they are enjoying the thrilling satisfaction of 
playing the piano, violin, guitar, saxophone or other favor- 
ite instruments. Some of them are playing in orchestras 
and over the radio; others are teaching music, making 
money in spare or full time. And thousands are having the 
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time of their lives playing for their own enjoyment and 
the entertainment of their friends. 

It all eame about when they wrote to the U. S. School of 
Musie for the Free Booklet that shows you how EASY it is 
to learn music at home this modern way. No tedious study 
and practice, no tiresome exercises. You learn to play by 
playing—start right in almost at once with the melody of 
a simple tune! It takes only a few minutes a day and 
the cost is trifling; you save the expense of a private 
teacher, Does it sound too good to be true? Mail the cou- 
pon and get the FREE BOOKLET that gives all the facts. 
(Our forty-first year—Est. 1898.) U. S. School of Music, 
29410 Brunswick Bldg., N. Y. C., N. Y. 
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only one dollar ($1.00) to purchasers of a Remington Deluxe 
Noiseless Portable Typewriter. The desk is so light that it 
can be moved anywhere without trouble. It will hold six hun- 
dred (600) pounds. This combination gives you a miniature 
office at home. Mail the coupon today. 
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LEARN TYPING FREE 


-o-help you even further, you get Free with this 
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weight, easily carried about. With this offer Reming- 
on supplies a beautiful carrying case sturdily built of 
$-ply wood bound with a special Dupont Fabric. 
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saper fingers; makes as many as seven carbons; takes 
yaper 9.5” wide; writes lines 8.2" wide, black key 
‘ards and white letters, rubber cushioned feet. 


Remington Rand Inc. Dept 169-11 
465 Washington St., Buffalo, N. Y. 


Tell me, without obligation, how to get a Free Trial of a 
new Remington Noiseless Deluxe Portable, including 
Carrying Case and Free Typing Booklet, for as little as 
10c a day. Send Catalogue, 


MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 


The Remington Noiseless Deluxe Portable Typewriter is 
sold on a trial basis with a money-back guarantee. If, after 
ten days trail, you are not entirely satisfied, we will take 
it back, paying all shipping charges and refunding your 
good will deposit at once. You take no risk. 
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oe : 2a £asy on Your Throat- 
Charles Belvin, veteran independent tobacco buyer, says: ‘The Because IT'S TOASTED” 
Government’s new methods have led te finer tobaccos, and Ss 


Luckies always buy the ‘cream.’ I’ve smoked them for 10 years.” 


Have you tried a Lucky lately? 
Luckies are better than ever be- 
cause new methods developed 
by the United States Govern- 
ment have helped farmers grow 
finer, lighter tobacco in the past 
several years. As independent 
tobacco experts like Charles 
Belvin point out, Luckies have 
always bought the Cream of the 


WITH MEN WHO KNOW TOBACCO BEST...IT’S LUCKIES 2 
Wee menses ce —s — 


Crop. Aged from 2 to 4 years, 
these finer tobaccos are in Luck- 
ies today. Try them for a week. 
Then you'll know why sworn 
records show that among inde- 


pendent tobacco experts—buy- 


ers, auctioneers and warehouse- 
men—Luckies have twice as 
many exclusive smokers as have 
all other cigarettes combined! 


